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It is SO good of yon to come earl j,** said 
MiB. Poorter, as Alice Langham entered the 
drawing-room. ** I want to ask a favor of yoiL 
I 'm sure you won't mind. I wonld ask one of 
the dSfutatUeSf except that they're always so 
cross if one puts them next to men they don't 
know and who can't help them, and so I thonght 
I 'd jnst ask yon, yon 're so good-natnred. Ton 
don't mind, do yon ? " 

'^I mind being called good-natnred,* said 
Miss Langham, smiling. ^'Mind what, Mrs. 
Porter ? " she asked. 

"He is a friend of George's," Mrs. Porter 
explained, vaguely. " He 's a cowboy. It 
seems he was veiy civil to George when he was 
out there shooting in New Mexico, or Old 
Mexico, I don't remember which. He took 
George to his hut and gave him things to shoot, 

and all that| and now he is in New York with a 
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letter of introduction. It's just like George. 
He may be a most impossible sort of man, but, 
as I said to Mr. Porter, the people I 've asked 
can't complain because I don't know anything 
more about him than they da He called to-day 
when I was out and left his card and Greorge's 
letter of introduction, and as a man had failed 
me for to-night, I just thought I would kill two 
birds with one stone, and ask him to fill his 
place, and he's here. And, oh, yes,*' Mrs. 
Porter added, ^ I 'm going to put him next to 
you, do yon mind?'' 

^' Unless he wears leather leggings and long 
spurs I shall mind very much," said Miss 
Langham. 

" Well, that 's very nice of you,** purred Mrs. 
Porter, as she moved away. ^ He may not be 
BO bad, after all ; and I '11 put Reginald King 
on your other side, shall It" she asked, paus- 
ing and glancing back. 

The look on Miss Langham's face, which had 
been one of amusement, changed consciously, 
and she smiled with polite acquiescence. 

^ As you please, Mrs. Porter," she answered. 
She raised her eyebrows slightly. ^I am, as 
the politicians say, ^ in the hands of my 
friends. ' " 

^Entirely too much in the hands of mf 
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friends," she repeated, as she turned awaj. 
This was the twelfth time during that same 
winter that she and Mr. King had been placed 
next to one another at dinner, and it had passed 
beyond the point when she could saj that it did 
not matter what people thought as long as she 
and he understood, ^t had now reached that 
stage when she wis n<ic quite Bufe that she 
understood eithci >un or herselt Thej had 
known each other for a very long time; too 
long, she sometimes thought, for them ever to 
grow to know each other any better. But there 
was always the chance that he had another 
side, one that had not disclosed itself, and 
which she could not discover in the strict social 
environment in which they both lived. And 
she was the surer of this because she had once 
seen him when he did not know that she was 
near, and he had been so different that it had 
puzzled her and made her wonder if she knew 
the real Beggie King at all. 

It was at a dance at a studio, and some 
French pantomimists gave a little play. When 
4|| it was over, King sat in . the comer talking to 
one of the Frenchwomen, and while he waited 
on her he was laughing at her and at her efforts 
to speak English. He was telling her how to 
say certain phrases and not telling her cor- 
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rectly, and she suspected this and was accusing 
him of it, and they were rhapsodizing; and 
exclaiming over certain delightful places and 
dishes of which they both knew in Paris with 
the enthusiasm of two children. Miss Langham 
saw him off his guard for the first time, and 
instead of a somewhat bored and clever man of 
the world, he appeared as sincere and interested 
as a boy. When he joined her, later, the same 
evening, he was as entertaining as usual, and 
as polite and attentive as he had been to Ihe 
Frenchwoman, but he was not greatly interested, 
and his laugh was modulated and not sponta- 
neous. She had wondered that night, and fre* 
quently since then, if, in the event of his asking 
her to marry him, which was possible, and of 
her accepting him, which was also possible, 
whether she would find him, in the closer 
knowledge of married life, as keen and light* 
hearted with her as he had been with the 
French dancer. If he would but treat her mort 
like a comrade and equal, and less like a prime 
minister conferring with his queen ! She wanted 
something more intimate than the deference 
that he showed her, and she did not like his 
taking it as an accepted fact that she was as 
worldly-wise hs himself even though it were 
true. 
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She wu a woman and wanted to be loved, i^ 
0pite of the fact that she had been loved bv 
many men — at least it was so supposed — and 
had rejected them. 

Sach had offered her position, or had wanted 
her because she was fitted to match his own 
great state, or because he was ambitious, or 
because she was rich. The man who could love 
her as she once believed men could love, and 
who could give her something else besides 
approval of her beauty and her mind, had not 
disclosed himseli She had begun to think 
that he never would, that he did not exist, that 
he was an imagination of the play-house and 
the novel* The men whom she knew were 
careful to show her that they appreciated how 
distinguished was her position, and how inac- 
cessible she was to them. They seemed to 

V think that by so humbling themselves, and by 

emphasizing her position they pleased her best, 

^ when it was what she wanted them to forget 

Each of them would draw away backward, bow« 

ing and protesting that he was unworthy to 

raJBe his eyes to such a prize, but that if she 

would only stoop to him, how happy his life 

would be. Sometimes they meant it sincerely ; 

sometimes they were gentlemanly adventurers 

of title, from whom it was a business proposi< 
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tlon, and in either case she torned restleMly 
away and asked herself how long it would be 
before the man would come who would pick her 
up on his saddle and gallop off with her, with 
his arm around her waist and his horse's hoofs 
clattering beneath them, and echoing the tumult 
in their hearts. 

She had known too many great people in the 
world to feel impressed with her oWn position 
at home in America ; but she sometimes corn- 
pared herself to the Queen in ^'In a Balconj/' 
and repeated to herself, with mock serious- 
ness:—' 

** And 70a the marble statue all the time 
They praise and point at as preferred to life» 
Yet leaTe for the first breathing woman's cheek. 
First dancer's, gypsy's or street balladine's I ** 

And if it were true, she asked herself, that 
the man she had imagined was only an ideal 
and an illusion, was not King the best of the 
others, the unideal and ever-present others? 
Every one else seemed to think so. The society 
they knew put them constantly together and 
approved* Her people approved* Her own 
mind approved, and as her heart was not appar- 
ently ever to be considered, who could say that 

it did not approve as well 7 He was certainly 
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% Tery charming fellow^ a manly, clever com- 
panion, and one who bore about him the evi- 
dences of distinction and thorough breeding. 
As far as family went, the Kings were as old as 
a young country could expect, and Reggie King 
was, moreover, in spitfe of his wealth, a man of 
action and ability. His yacht journeyed from 
continent to continent^ and not merely up the 
> Sound to Newport, and he was as well known 

and welcome to the consuls along the coasts of 

Africa and South America as he was at Cowes or 

\ Nice. His books of voyages were recognized 

^ by geographical societies and other serious 

bodies, wlvo had given him permission to put 
long disarrangements of the alphabet after his 
\ nam^. She liked him because she had grown 

/ to b6 at home with him, because it was good to 

! know that there was some one who would not 

^ misunderstand her, and who, should she so 

' indulge herself, would not take advantage of 

any appeal she might make to his sympathy, 
who would always be sure to do the tactful 
thing and the courteous thing, and who, while 
he might never do a great thing, conld not do 
an imkind one, 

. Miss Langham had entered the Porters' 
drawing-room after the greater number of the 
guests had arrived, and she turned from her 
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iitetesB to listen to an old gentleman with a * 

passion for golf, a passion in which he had for 

a long time been endeavoring to interest her. ^ 

She answered him and his enthusiasm in kind, ^ 

and with as much apparent interest as she 

would have shown in a matter of state. It was 

her principle to be all things to all men, 

whether they were great artists, great diplomats, 

or great bores. If a man had been pleading 

with her to leave the conservatory and run away 

with him, and another had come up innocently 

and announced that it was his dance, she would 

have said : ^ Oh, is it ? *' with as much apparent 

delight as though his coming had been the one 

bright hope in her life. 

She was growing enthusiastic over the de- 
lights of golf and unconsciously making a very 
beautiful picture of herself in her interest and 
forced vivacity, when she became conscious for 
the first time of a strange young man who was 
standing alone before tiie fireplace looking at 
her, and frankly listening to all the nonsensi 
she was talking. She guessed that he had 
been listening for some time, and she also saw, 
before he turned his eyes quickly away, thai h« 
was distinctly amused. Miss Langham stopped 
gesticulating and lowered her voice, but oon« 

tinned to keep her eyes on the face of th« 
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•traager, whose own eyes were wandering around 
the room, to give her, so she gueesed, the idea 
that he had not been listening, but that ahe 
had caught him at it in the moment he had 
first looked at her. He was a tall, broad- 
shouldered youth, with a handsome face, tanned 
and dyed, either by the sun or by exposure to 
the wind, to a deep ruddy brown, which con- 
trasted strangely with his yellow hair and 
mustache, and with the pallor of the other faces 
about him. He was a stranger apparently to 
every one present^ and his bearing suggested, 
in consequence that ease of manner which 
comes to a person who is not only sure of him- 
self, but who has no knowledge of the claims 
and pretensions to social distinction of those 
about him. 2[is most attractive feature was 
his eyes, which seemed to observe all that was 
going on, not only what was on the surface, but 
beneath the surface, and that not rudely or 
covertly but with the frank, quick look of the 
trained observer. Miss Langham found it fy 
interesting face to watoh, and she did not look 
away from it She was acquainted with everf 
one else in the room, and hence she knew this 
must be the cowboy of whom Mrs. Porter had 
i^ken, and she wondered how any one who 

bad lived the rough life of the West could still 
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retain the look when in f onnal olothes of one who 
was in the habit of doing informal thingB in them. 

Mrs. Porter presented her cowboy simply as 
^^Mr. Olay, of whom I spoke to you," with a 
significant raising of the eyebrows, and the 
cowboy made way for King, who took Miss 
Langham in. He looked frankly pleased, how* 
ever, when.he found himself next to her again, 
but did not take advantage of it throughout the 
first part of the dinner, during which time he 
talked to the young married woman on his 
right, and Miss Langham and King continued 
where they had left oif at their last meeting. 
They knew each other well enough to joke of 
the way in which they were thrown into each 
other's society, and, as she said, they tried to 
make the best of it But while she spoke, Miss 
Lyigham was continually conscious of the 
presence of her neighbor, who piqued her inter* 
est and her curiosity in different ways. He 
seemed to be at his ease, and yet from the 
lAinner in which he glanced up and down the 
table and listened to snatches of talk on either 
siHe of him he had the appearance of one to 
whom it was all new, and who was seeing it for 
the first time. 

There was a jolly group at one end of the 
long table, and they wkj^ed to emphasize the 
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fact by laughing a little more hysterically at 
their remarks than the hmnor of those witti* 
cisms seemed to justify. A daughter-in-law of 
Mrs. Porter was their leader in this, and it one 
point she stopped in the middle of a stof/ and 
waving her hand at the double row of faces 
turned in her direction, which had been 
attracted by the loudness of her yoice, cried, 
gayly, ^' Don't listen. This is for private cir« 
culation. It is not a jeune-jUle story, '' The 
dibutantes at the table continued talking again 
in steady, even tones, as though they had not 
heard the remark or the first of the story, and 
the men next to them appeared equally uncon- 
scious. But the cowboy, Miss Langham noted 
out of the comer of her eye, after a look of 
polite surprise, beamed with amusement and 
continued to stare up and down the table as 
though be had discovered a new trait in a 
peculiar and interesting animal. For some 
reason, she could not tell why, she felt annoyed 
with herself and with her friends, and resentefl 
the attitude which the new-comer assumed to* 
ward them. 

^ Mrs. Porter tells me that you know her son 
^eorge ? " she said. He did not answer her at 

once, but bowed his head in assent, with a look 

> 

of interrogation, as though, so it seemed to her, 
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he had expected her, when she did speak, to 
say something less conventional. 

"Yes," he replied, after a pause, -"he joined 
ns at Ayutla. It was the terminus of the 
Jalisco and Mexican Railroad then. He came 
out over the road and went in from there with 
an outfit after mountain lions. I believe he 
had very good sport" 

"That is a very wonderful road, I am told," 
said King, bending forward and introducing 
himself into the conversation with a nod of 
the head toward Clay; "quite a remarkable 
feat of engineering." 

"It will open up the country, I believe,** j 

assented the other, indifferently, r 

"I know something of it," continued King, ; 

"because I met the men who were putting it 
through at Pariqua, when we touched there in 
the yacht They shipped most of their plant to irf 

that port, and we saw a good deal of them. 
They were a very jolly lot, and tiiey gave me 
a most interesting account of their work and 
its difficulties." 

Clay was looking at the other closely, as 
though he was trying to find something back of 
what he was saying, but as his glance seemed ; 

only to embarrass King he smiled freely again 
in assent, and gave him his fall attention. 
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'^ There are no men to-day. Miss Langbam^** 
exclaimed, suddenly, turning toward her, 
^to my mind, who lead as picturesque lives as 
do civil engineers. And there are no men 
whose work is as little appreciated." 
^ Really? " said Miss Langham,encouragingIyn 
^Now those men I met," continued King 
settling himself with his side to the table, 
"were all young fellows of thirty or there- 
abouts, but they were leading the lives of 
pioneers and martyrs — at least that's what 
I 'd call it. They were marching through an 
almost unknown part of Mexico, fighting Nature 
at every step and carrying civilization with 
them. They were doing better work than 
soldiers, because soldiers destroy things, and 
these chaps were creating, and making the way 
straight. They had no banners either, nor 
brass bands. They fought mountains and 
rivers, and they were attacked on every side by 
fever and the lack of food and severe exposure. 
They had to sit down around a camp-fire at 
night and calculate whether they were to tunnel 
a mountain, or turn the bed of a river or bridge 
it And they knew all the time that whatever 
they decided to do out there in the wilderness 
meant thousands of dollars to the stockholders 

somewhere up in God^s country, who would 
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•ome day hold them to aooount for them. They 
dragged their chains through miles and miles 
of jangle, and over flat alkali beds and cactus, 
and they reared bridges across roaring callons. 
We know nothing about them and we care less. 
When their work is done we ride over the road 
in an observation-car and look down thousands 
and thousands of feet into the depths they have 
bridged, and we never give them a thought. 
They are the bravest soldiers of the present 
day, and they are the least recognized. I have 
forgotten their names, and you never heard 
theuL But it seems to me the civil engineer, 
for all that, is the chief civilizer of our 
century. '* 

Miss Langham was looking ahead of her with 
her eyes half-closed, as though she were going 
over in her mind the situation King had 
described. 

^^I never thought ol that," she said. /^It 
sounds very fine. As you say, the reward is so 
inglorious. But that is what makes it fine. " ' 

The cowboy was looking down at the tab!e 
and pulling at a flower in the centre-piece. He 
had ceased to smile. Miss Langham turned on 
him somewhat sharply, resenting his silence, 
and said, with a slight challenge in her voice : -* 

** Do you agree, Mr. Clay, " sha asked, " or do 
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j^m prefer the ohooolate-cream soldiers, in red 
coats and gold lace ? " 

^ Oh, I don't know," the young man answered, 
with some slight hesitation. ^ It 's a trade for 
each of them. The en^neer's work is all the 
more absorbing, I imagine, when the difficult 
ties are greatest. He has the fun of overcom- 
ing them. " 

'^Yon see nothing in it then,** she asked, 
^bnt a source of amusement ?'* 

^ Oh, yes, a good deal more,** he replied. ^ A 
livelihood, for one thing. I — I have been an 
engineer all my life. I built that road Mr. 
King is diking about.'' 

An hour later, when Mrs. Porter made the 
move to go. Miss Langham rose with a protest- 
ing siglu *^I am so sorry," she said, '4t has 
been most interesting. I never met two men 
who had visited so many inaccessible places 
and come out whole. You have quite inspired 
Mr. King, he was never so amusing. But I 
should like to hear the end of that adventure ; 
won't you tell it to me in the other room ? " 

Olay bowed. ** If I have n't thought of some* 
thing more interesting in the meantime," h% 
said. 

^ What I can't understand," said King, as 

15 



«■ .«• 



'<r^ 






Soldiers of Fortune 

he moved np Into Miss Langham's placed ^is 
how yon had time to learn so much of the rest 
of the world. You don't act like a man who 
had spent his life in the brush.'' 

*^ How do 70a mean ? ^ asked Clay, smiling 
— »^that I don't use the wrong forks?" 

^No^" laughed King, ^but you told us that 
this was your first visit East, and yet you 're 
talking about England and Vienna a' d Yoisin's. 
How is it you 've been there, whi^j you have 
never been in New Torkf 

^Well, that's partly du3 to accident and 

partly to design," Clay answered. ^Yon see 

I've worked for English and German and 

French companies, as well as for those in the 

States, and I go abroad to make leports and to 

receive instructions. And then I 'm what yon 

call a self-made man; that is, I 've never been 

to college. I 've always had to educate myself^ 

and whenever I did get a holiday it seemed to 

me that I ought to put it to the best advantage, 

and to spend it where civilization was the 

furthest advanced — advanced, at least, in years. 

When I settle down and become an expert, and 

demand large sums for just looking at the work 

other fellows have done, then I hope to live in 

New York, but until then I go where the art 

galleries are biggest and where they have got 
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the scienoe of enjoying themselves dovn to the 
rery finest point I have enough rough work 
ei^t months of the year to make me appreciate 
that So whenever I get a few months to my- 
self I take the Royal Mail to London, and from 
there to Paris or Vienna. I think I like 
Vienna the best The directors are generally 
important people in their own cities, and they 
ask one about, and so, though I hope I am a 
good American, it happens that I 've more 
friends on the Continent than in the United 
States." 

^And how does this strike you?" asked 
King, with a movement of his shoulder toward 
the men about the dismantled table. 

« Oh, I don't know, " laughed Clay. « You 've 
lived abroad yourself ; how does it strike you ? " 

Clay was the first man to enter the drawing- 
room. He walked directly away from the 
others and over to Miss Langham, and, taking 
her fan out of her hands as though to assure 
himself of some hold upon her, seated himself 
with his back to every one else. 

*^ You have come to finish that story 7 " she 
said, smiling* 

Miss Langham was a careful young person, 

and would not have encouraged a man she knew 

even as well as she knew King, to talk to her 

17 
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Chroagh dinner, and after it as welL She 
fully recognized that because she was conspicu- 
ous certain innocent pleasures were denied her 
which other girls could enjoy without attract 
Ing attention or comment. But Clay interested 
her beyond her usual self, and the look in his 
eyes was a tribute which she had no wish to put 
away from her. 

^ I 've thought of something more interesting 
to talk about,'' said Clay, ^'I 'm going to talk 
about you. You see I 've known you a long 
time. " 

^^ Since eight o'clock ? " asked Miss Langham. 

'^Oh, no, since your coming out, four years 
ago." 

^^ It 's not polite to remember so far back, " 
she said. '^ Were you one of those who assisted 
at that important function ? There were so 
many there I don't remember." 

^'No, I only read about it. I remember it 
very well ; I had ridden over twelve miles for 
the mail that day, and I stopped half-way back 
to the ranch and camped out in the shade of a 
rock and read all the papers and magazines 
through at one sitting, until the sun went down 
and I could n't see the print One of the papers 
had an account of your coming out in it, and a 
picture of you, and I wrote East to the pho* 
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tographer for the original. It knocked about 
the West for three months and then reached 
me at Laredo, on the border between Texas 
and Mexico, and I have had it with me e ^er 
gince." 

Miss Langham looked at Clay for a mome*>t 
;a silent dismay and with a perplexed smile. 

*^ Where is it now ? " she asked at last 

** In my trunk at the hotel. '* 

'^Oh/' she said, slowly. She was still in 
deubt as how to treat this act of unconvention- 
ality. " Not in your watch ? " she said, to 
cover up the pause. ^^That would have been 
more in keeping with the rest of the story.** 

The young man smiled grimly, and pulling 
out his watch pried back the lid and turned it 
to her so that she could see a photograph inside. 
The face in the watch was that of a young girl 
in the dress of a fashion of several yeai^s ago. 
It was a lovely, frank face, looking out of the 
picture into the world kindly and questioningly. 
and without fear. 

" Was I once like that ? " she said, lightly. 
"Well, go on.'' 

"Well," he said, with a little sigh of relief, 

"I became greatly interested in Miss Alice 

Langham, and in her comings out and goings 

in, and in her gowns. Thanks to our having a 
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press in fhe States that makes a specialty of 
personalities, I was able to follow you pretty 
closely, for, wherever I go, I have my papers 
sent after me. I can get along without a ccm- 
pass or a medicine-chest, but I can't do with* 
out the newspapers and the magazines. There 
was a time when I thought you were going to 
marry that Austrian chap, and I did n't approve 
of that I knew things about him in Vienna. 
And then I read of your engagement to others 
— well — several others ; some of them I 
thought worthy, and others not Once I even 
thought of writing you about it, and once I saw 
you in Paris. You were passing on a coach. 
The man with me told me it was you, and I 
wanted to follow the coach in a fiacre, but he 
said he knew at what hotel you were stoppimg, 
and so I let you go, but you were not at tisat 
hotel, or at any other — at leasts I could n't find 
you.'* 

" What would you have done — ? " asked Kiss 
Langham. ^^ Never mind," she interrupted, 
"go on." 

"Well, that's all," said Clay, smiling. 
" That 's all, at least, that concerns you. Thai 
is the romance of this poor young man." 

"But not the only one," she said, for the 
■ake of saying something. 
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** Perhaps not^** answered Clay, •^bntihe only 
one that counts. I always knew I was going 
to meet you some day* And now I have met 
yon.'* 

** Well, and now that you have met me,*' said 
Miss Langham, looking at him in some amuse* 
ment, ^ are you sorry ? " 

** No — " said Clay, but so slowly and with 
such consideration that Miss Langham laughed 
and held her head a little higher: ^ Not sorry to 
meet you, but to meet you in such surroundings.'* 

^ What fault do you find with my surround- 
ings?'' 

"Well, these people," answered Clay, "they 
are so foolish, so futile. You shouldn't be 
here. There must be something else better 
than this. You can't make me believe that 
you choose it In Europe you could have a 
salon, or you could influence statesmen. There 
surely must be something here for you to turn 
to as well. Something better than golf-sticks 
and salted almonds." 

" What do you know of me ? " said Miss 
Langham, steadily. "Only what you have 
read of me in impertinent paragraphs. How 
do you know I am fitted for anything else but 
just this? You never spoke with me before 

to-night** 
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<^That has nothing to do with it," said Clay, 
quickly. ^ Time is made for ordinary people. 
When people who amount to anything meet 
they don't have to waste months in finding 
each other out. It is only the doubtful ones 
who have to be tested again and again. When 
I was a kid in the diamond mines in Eimberley, 
I have seen the experts pick out a perfect 
diamond from the heap at the first glance, and 
without a moment's hesitation. It was the 
cheap stones they spent most of the afternoon 
orer. Suppose I have only seen you to-night 
for the first time ; suppose I shall not see you 
again, which is quite likely, for I sail to- 
morrow for South America — what of that ? I 
am just as sure of what you are as though I 
had known you for years." 

Miss Lan^ham looked at him for a moment 
in silence. ^Her beauty was so great that she 
could take her time to spea^\ She was not 
afraid of losing any one's attention. 

" And have you come out of the West, know- 
ing me so well, just to tell me that I am wast- 
ing myself ? " she said. « Is that all ? " 

" That is all, " answered Clay. " You know 
the things I would like to tell you," he added, 
looking at her closely. 

" I think I like to be told the other things 
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best," she said, ^they are the easier to 
believe," 

"You have to believe whatever I tell you,** 
said Clay, smiling. The girl pressed her 
hands together in her lap, and looked at him 
curiously. The people about them were mov- 
ing and making their farewells, and they 
brought her back to the present with a start. 

"I'm sorry you're going away," she said. 
" It has been so odd. You come suddenly up 
out of the wilderness, and set me to thinking 
and try to trouble me with questions about 
myself, and then steal away again without 
stopping to help me to settle them. Is it 
fair ? ^ She rose and put out her hand, and he 
took it and held it for a moment, while they 
stood looking at one another. 

"I am coming back," he said, "and I will 
find that you have settled them for your- 
self." 

" Good-by, " she said, in so low a tone that 
the people standing near them could not hear. 
" You have n't asked me for it, you know, but 
— I think I shall let you keep that picture. " 

"Thank you," said Clay, smiling, "I meant 
to." 

"You can keep it," she continued, turning 
back, " because it is not my picture. It is a 
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pieture of a girl who ceased to exist four yean 
ago, and whom you have never met. Good* 
night •• 

Mr. Langham and Hope^his younger daughter, 
had been to the theatre. The performance had 
been one which delighted Miss Hope, and 
which satisfied her father because he loved to 
hear her laugh. Mr. Langham was the slave of 
his own good fortune. By instinct and educa- 
tion he was a man of leisure and culture, but 
the wealth he had inherited was like an unruly 
child that needed his constant watching, and 
in keeping it well in hand he had become a 
man of business, with time for nothing else. 

Alice Langham, on her return from Mrs. 
Porter's dinner, found him in his study engaged 
with a game of solitaire, while Hope was 
kneeling on a chair beside him with her elbows 
on the table. Mr. Langham had been troubled 
with insomnia of late, and so it often happened 
that when Alice returned from a ball she would 
find him sitting with a novel, or his game of 
solitaire, and Hope, who had crept down-stairs 
from her bed, dozing in front of the open fire 
and keeping him silent company. The father 
and the younger daughter were very close to 
one another, and had grown especially so since 
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hii wife had died and his son and heir had 
gone to college. This fourth member of the 
family was a great bond of sympathy and 
interest between them, and his triumphs and 
escapades at Yale were the chief subjects of 
their conyersation. It was told by the directors 
of a great Western railroad, who had come to 
New York to discuss an important question 
with Mr. Langbam, that they had been ushered 
downstairs one night into his basement, where 
they had found the President of the Board and 
his daughter Hope working out a game of foot- 
ball on the billiard-table. They had chalked 
it off into what corresponded to five-yard lines, 
and they were hurling twenty-two chess-men 
across it in ^ f ying wedges " and practising the 
several tricks which young Langham had in- 
trusted to his sister under an oath of secrecy. 
The sight filled the directors with the horrible 
fear that business troubles had turned the 
President's mind, but after they had sat for 
half an hour perched on the high chairs around 
the table, while Hope excitedly explained the 
game to them, they decided that he was wiser 
than they knew, and each left the house regret- 
ting he had no son worthy enough to bring 
** fhat young girl " into the Par West 
^YoQ are home early,** said Mr. LanghaIl^ 
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Alice stood above him pulling at her gloves 
^ I thought you said you were going on to some 
dance. " 

^^ I was tired, " his daughter answered, 

" Well, when I 'm out, " commented Hope, " I 
won't come home at eleven o'clock* Alice 
always was a quitter." 

^^ A what ? " asked the older sister. 

"Tell us what you had for dinner," said 
Hope. "I know it isn't nice to ask," she 
added, hastily, ^'but I always like to know." 

" I don't remember," Miss Langham answered, 
smiling at her father, " except that he was very 
much sunburned and had most perplexing 
eyes." 

" Oh, of course, " assented Hope, " I suppose 
you mean by that that you talked with some 
man all through dinner. Well, I think there 
is a time for everything." 

"Father," interrupted Miss Langham, "do 
you know many engineers — I mean do you 
come in contact with them through the rail- 
roads and mines you have an interest in? 1 
am rather curious about them," she said, 
lightly. " They seem to be a most picturesque 
lot of young men.** 

^ Engineers ? Of course," said Mr. Langham, 

iraguely, with the ten of spades held doubtfully 

26 



Soldiers of Fortune 

In air. ^ Sometimes we have to depend upon 
them altogether. We decide from what the 
engineering experts tell ns whether we will 
invest in a thing or not" 

^I don't think I mean the big men of the 
profession," said his daughter, doubtfully. ^I 
mean those who do the rough work. The men 
who dig the mines and laj out the railroads. 
Do you know any of them ? '* 

^^Some of them/' said Mr. Langham, leaning 
back and shuffling the cards for a new game. 
" Why ? " 

"Did you ever hear of a Mr. Robert Clay ? " 

Mr. Langham smiled as he placed the cards 
one alK)ve the other in even rows. "Very 
often," he said. "He sails to-morrow to open 
up the largest iron deposits in South America. 
He goes for the Valencia Mining Company. 
Valencia is the capital of Olancho, one of those 
little republics down there. " 

" Do you — are you interested in that com- 
pany?" asked Miss Langham, seating herself 
before the fire and holding out her hands toward 
it "Does Mr. Clay know that you are ? " 

" Yes — I am interested in it, " Mr. Langham 
replied, studying the cards before him, " but 1 
don't think Clay knows it — nobody knows it 
yet, except the president and the other offic^.rs." 
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He lifted a card and put it down again In some 
indecision. ^It's generally supposed to be 
operated by a company, but all the stock is 
owned by one man. As a matter of f act^ my 
dear children/' exclaimed Mr. Langham, as he 
placed a deuce of clubs upon a deuce of spades 
with a smile of content, ^^ the Valencia Mining 
Company is your beloved father.*' 

^^Oh," said Miss Langham^ as she looked 
steadily into the fire. 

Hope tapped her lips gently with the back 
01 her hand to hide the fact that she was sleepy, 
and nudged her father's elbow. ^^ You should n't 
have put the deuce there," she said, ^yoa 
should have used it to build with on the ace." 
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A TKAB before Mrs. Porter's dinner a tramp 
steamer on her way to the capital of Brazil had 
steered so close to the shores of Olancho that 
her solitary passenger could look into the 
caverns the waves had tunnelled in the lime- 
stone cliffs along the coast The solitary pas~ 
senger was Robert Clay, and he made a guess 
that the white palisades which fringed the base 
of the mountains along the shore had been 
forced up above the level of the sea many years 
before by some volcanic action. Olancho, as 
many people know, is situated on the north- 
eastern coast of South America, and its shores 
are washed by the main equatorial current 
From the deck of a passing vessel you can 
obtain but little idea of Olancho or of the 
abundance and tropical beauty which lies hid- 
den away behind the rampart of mountains on 
ber shore. You can see only their desolate 
dark-green front, and the white caves at their 
base, into which the waves rush with an echo- 
ing roar, and in and out of which fly continually 

29 



Soldiers of Fortune 

ihousands of frightened bats. The minin^ 
engineer on the rail of the tramp steame? 
observed this peculiar formation of the coas^ 
with listless interest, until he noted, when th<^ 
vessel stood some thirty miles north of thf 
harbor of Valencia, that the limestone forma 
tion had disappeared, and that the waves no^ 
beat against the base of the mountains them- 
selves. There were five of these mountains 
which jutted out into the ocean, and they sug- 
gested roughly the five knuckles of a giant 
hand clenched and lying fiat upon the surface 
of the water. They extended for seven miles, 
and then the caverns in the palisades began 
again and continued on down the coast to the 
great cliffs that guard the harbor of Olancho's 
capital. 

"The waves tunnelled their way easily 
enough until they ran up against those five 
mountains," mused the engineer, " and then they 
had to fall back." He walked to the captain's 
cabin and asked to look at a map of the coast 
line. "I believe I won't go to Rio," he said 
later in the day ; " I tliiuk I will drop off here 
at Valencia." . 

So he left the tramp steamer at that place 
and disappeared into the interior with an ox- 
eart and a couple of pack-mules, and returned 
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to write a lengthy letter from the Consul's office 
to a Mr. Langham in the United States, knowing 
he was largely interested in mines and in min- 
ing. ^^ There are five mountains filled with 
ore," Clay wrote, "which should be extracted 
by open-faced workings. I saw great masses ol 
red hematite lying exposed on the side of the 
mountain, only waiting a pick and shovel, and 
at one place there were five thousand tons in 
plain sight. I should call the stuff first-class 
Bessemer ore, running about sixty-three per 
cent metallic iron. The people know it is 
there, but have no knowledge of its value, and 
are too lazy to ever work it themselves. As to 
transportation, it would only be necessary to 
run a freight railroad twenty miles along the 
sea-coast to the harbor of Valencia and dump 
your ore from your own pier into your own ves- 
sels. It would not, I think, be possible to ship 
direct from the mines themselves, even though, 
as I say, the ore runs right down into the water^ 
because there is no place at which it would be 
safe for a large vessel to touch. I will look into 
the political side of it and see what sort of a 
concession I can get for you. I should think 
ten per cent of the output would satisfy them, 
and they would, of course, admit machinery 

and plant free of duty.*' 
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Six xnonihs after fhis commimicatioii had 
arrived in New York City, the Valencia Mining 
Company was formally incorporated, and a man 
named Van Antwerp, with two hundred work- 
men and a half-dozen assistants, was sent South 
to lay out the freight railroad, to erect the 
dumping-pier, and to atrip the five mountains of 
their forests and underbrush. It was not a 
task for a holiday, but a stern, difficult, and per^ 
plexing problem, and Van Antwerp was not 
quite the man to solve it He was stubborn, 
self-confident, and indifferent by turns. He did 
not depend upon his lieutenants, but jealously 
guarded his own opinions from the least question 
or discussion, and at every step he antagonized 
the easy-going people among whom he had come 
to work. He had no patience with their habits 
of procrastination, and he was continually 
offending their lazy good-nature and their pride. 
He treated the rich planters, who owned the 
land between the mines and the harbor over 
which the freight railroad must run, with as 
little consideration as he showed the re^meni 
of soldiers which the Government had farmed 
out to the eompany to serve as laborers in 
the mines. Six months after Van Antwerp 
had taken charge at Valencia, Clay, who had 
finished the railroad in Mexico, of which King 
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had BpdEea, was aaked Iqr telegraph to mider^ 
take the work of getting the ore out of the 
mountams he had discovered, and shipping it 
North. He accepted the offer and was given the 
title of General Manager and Resident Director, 
and an enormous salary, and was also given to 
understand that the rough work of preparation 
had been accomplished, and that the more 
important service of picking up the five moun* 
tains and putting them in fragments into tramp 
steamers would continue under his direction. 
He had a letter of recall for Van Antwerp, and 
a letter of introduction to the Minister of Mines 
and Agriculture. Further than that he knew 
nothing of the work before him, but be con- 
cluded, from the fact that he had been paid the 
almost prdiibitive sum he had asked for his ser- 
vices, that it must be important, or that he had 
reached that place in his career when he could 
stop actual work and live easily, as an expert, 
on the work of others. 

Clay rolled along the coast from Valencia to 
the mines in a paddle«wheeled steamer that had 
served its usefulness on the Mississippi, and 
which had been rotting at the levees in New 
Orleans, when Van Antwerp had chartered it to 
earry tools and machinery to the mines and to 
serve as a private launch for himsell It was a 
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choice either of this steamer and landing in a 
small boat, or riding along the line of the unfin- 
'shed railroad on horseback. Either route con« 
%umed six valuable hours, and Clay, who was 
anxious to see his new field of action, beat im* 
oatiently upon the rail of the rol)*^ tub as it 
shallowed in the sea. 

He spent the first three days after his arrival 
it the mines in the mountains, climbing them on 
toot and skirting their base on horseback, and 
sleeping where night overtook him. Van Ant- 
«rerp did not accompany him on his tour of 
Jispection through the mines, but delegated that 
duty to an engimeer named Mac Williams, and to 
Weimer, the United States Consul at Valencia, 
<vho had served the company in many ways and 
who was in its closest confidence. 

For three days the men toiled heavily over 
(alien trunks and trees, slippery with the moss 
of centuries, or slid backward on the rolling 
stones in the waterways, or clung to their 
ponies* backs to dodge the hanging creepers. 
A.t times for hours together they walked in 
single file, bent nearly double, and seeing noth* 
ing before them but the shining backs and shoul- 
ders of the negroes who hacked out the way for 
them to ga And again they would come sud- 
denly apon a precipice, and drink in the soft 
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Mol breaih of the ocean, and look down tho» 
sands of feet upon the impenetrable green under 
which they had been crawling, out to where it 
met the sparkling surface of the Caribbean Sea. 
It was three dajs of unceasing activity while the 
sun shone, and of anxious questionings around 
the camp-fire when the darkness fell, and when 
there were no sounds on the mountain-side but 
that of falling water in a distant ravine or the 
calls of the night-birds. 

On the morning of the fourth day Clay and 
his attendants returned to camp and rode im 
where the men had just begun to blast away the 
sloping surface of the mountain. 

As Clay passed between the zinc sheds and 
palm huts of the soldier-workmen, they came 
running out to meet him, and one, who seemed 
to be a leader, touched his bridle, and with his 
straw sombrero in his hand begged for a word 
with el Seaor the Director. 

The news of Clay's return had reached the 

opening, and the throb of the dummy-engines 

and the roar of the blasting ceased as the 

assistant-engineers came down the valley to 

greet the new manager. They found him 

seated on his horse gazing ahead of him, and 

listening to the story of the soldier, whose 

fingers, as he spoke, trembled in the air, with 
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an tiie grace and passion of his Southern mth 
tare, while back of him his companions stood 
humblj, in a silent choruSi with eager, suppli- 
cating eyes. Claj answered the man's speech 
^surtlj, with a few short words, in the Spaalsh 
patois in which he had been addressed, and then 
turned and smiled grimly upon the expectant 
group of engineers. He kept them waiting for 
some short spacci while he looked them over 
carefully, as though he had never seen them 
befora 

"Well, gentlemen," he said, •'I'm glad to 
have you here all together. I am only ssrrj 
you did n't come in time to hear what this fellow 
has had to say. I don't as a rule listen Aat 
long to complaints, but he told me what I have 
seen for myself and what has been told me by 
others. I have been here tbree days now, amd I 
assure you, gentlemen, that my easiest course 
would be to pack up my things and go home on 
the next steamer. I was sent down here to take 
charge of a mine in active operation, and I find<— 
what ? I find that in six months you have done 
almost nothing, and that the little you have con- 
descended to do has been done so badly that it 
will have to be done over again ; that you have 
not only wasted a half year of time — and I can't 
tell how much money— • but that yon have tao> 
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eeeded in antagonizing all the people on whoso 

good*will we are absolutely dependent; jou 

hare allowed your machinerj to rust in^khe rain, 

and your workmen to rot with sickness* You 

have not only done nothing, but yop have n't a 

blue print to show me what you meant to do. 

I have never in my life come across laziness and 

mismanagement and incompetency upon such a 

magnificent and reckless scale. You have not 

built the pier, you have not opened the freight 

road, you have not taken out an ounce of ore. 

You know more of Valencia than you know of 

these mines; you know it from the Alameda to 

the Canal. You can tell me what night the 

band plays in the Plaza, but you can't give me 

the elevation of one of these hills. You have 

spent your days on the pavements in front of 

caf^, and your nights in dance-halls, and you 

have been drawing salaries every month. I 've 

more respect for these half-breeds that youVe 

allowed to starve in this fever-bed than I have 

for you. You have treated them worse than 

they 'd treat a dog, and if any of them die, it 's 

on your heads. You have put them in a fever« 

camp which you have not even taken the trouble 

to drain. Your commissariat is rotten, and you 

have let them drink all the rum they wanted. 

There is jxot one of you — " 
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The group of silent men broke, and one ol 
them stepped forward and shook his forefinger 
at Clay. 

^* No man can talk to me like that,'* he saidj 
xrarningly,.'* and think I 'U work under him. I 
I'iisign here and now." 

** You what — " cried Clay, ** you resign ?" 

He whirled his horse round with a dig of his 
spur and faced them, '' How dare you talk of 
resigning ? I '11 pack the whole lot of you back 
to New York on the first steamer, if I want to, 
and I '11 give you such characters that you 'II be 
glad to get a job carrying a transit You 're in 
no position to talk of resigning yet — not one 
of you. Yes," he added, interrupting himself, 
^ one of you is Mac Williams, the man who had 
charge of the railroad. It 's no fault of his that 
the road 's not working. I understand that he 
could n't get the right of way from the people 
who owned the land, but I have seen what he 
has done, and his plans, and I apologize to him 
— to Mac Williams. As for tlie rest of you, I '11 
give you a month's trial. It will be a month be- 
fore the next steamer could get here anyway, and 
I '11 give you that long to redeem yourselves. At 
the end of that time we will have another talk, 
but you are here now only on your good behavior 

^nd on my sufferance. Good-morning." 
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At Clay had boasted, he was not the man to 
StiTOW up his position because he found the part 
he had to play was not that of leading man, but 
rather one of general utility, and although it 
had been several years since it had been part of 
his duties to oversee the setting up of ma- 
chinery, and the policing of « mining camp, ho 
threw himself as earnestly into the work before 
him as though to show his subordinates that it 
did not matter who did the work, so long as it 
was done. The men at first were sulky, resent* 
ful, and suspicious, but they could not long 
resist the fact that Clay was doing the work of ^. 
five men and five different kinds of work, not 
only without grumbling, but apparently with the 
keenest pleasure. He conciliated the rich cof- 
fee planters who owned the land which he 
wanted for the freight road by calls of the most 
formal state and dinners of much less formality, 
for ho saw that the iron mine had its social as 
well as its political side. And with this fact in 
mind, he opened the railroad with great cere- 
mony, and much music and feasting, and the 
first piece of ore taken out of the mine was pre- 
sented to the wife of the Minister of the Into- 
rior in a cluster of diamonds, which made the 
wives of the other members of the Cabinet 
regret that their husbands had not chosen that 
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portfolio. Six months followed of hard, unre- 
mitting work, during" which time the great pier 
grew out into the bay from Mac Williams' rail- 
road, and the face of the first mountain was 
scarred and torn of its green, and left in man- 
gled nakedness* while the ringing of hammers 
and picks, and the racking blasts of dynamite^ 
and the warning whistles of the dummy-engines 
drove away the accumulated silence of centuries. 
It had been a long uphill fight, and Clay had 
enjoyed it mightily Two unexpected events 
had contributed to help it. One was the arrival 
in Valencia of young Teddy Langham, who 
came ostensibly to learn the profession of which 
Clay was so conspicuous an example, and in 
reality to watch over his father's interests. He 
was put at Clay's elbow, and Clay made him 
learn in spite of himself, for he ruled him and 
MacWilliams, of both of whom he was very 
fond, as though, so they complained, they were 
the laziest and the most rebellious members of 
his entire staff. The second event of impor- 
tance was the announcement made one day by 
young Langham that his father's physician had 
ordered rest in a mild climate, and that he and 
his daughters were coming in a month to spend 
the winter in Valencia, and to see how the son 

and heir had developed as a man of business. 
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The idea of Mr. Langham*s coming to yisit 
Olancho to inspect his new poBsessions was not 
a surprise to Claj. It had occurred to him as 
possible before, especiallj after the son had 
come to join them there. The place was inter- 
esting and beautiful enough in itself to justify a 
▼isiti and it was only a ten days' voyage from 
New York. But he had never considered the 
jshance of Miss Langham's coming, and when 
that was now not only possible but a certainty, 
he dreamed of little else. He lived as earnestly 
and toiled as indefatigably as before, but the 
place was utterly transformed for him. He 
saw it now as she would see it when she came, 
even while at the same time his own eyes 
retained their point of view. It was as though 
he had lengthened the focus of a glass, and 
looked beyond at what was beautiful and 
picturesque, instead of what was near at hand 
and practicable. He found himself smiling 
with anticipation of her pleasure in the orchids 
hanging from the dead trees, high above the 
opening of the mine, and in the parrots hurling 
themselves like gayly colored missiles among 
the vines; and he considered the harbor at 
night with its colored lamps floating on the 
black water as a scene set for her eyes. He 

planned the dinners that he would give in hei' 
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honor on the balcony of the great restaurant in 
the Flaza on those nights when the band 
played, and the senoritas circled in long lines 
between admiring rows of officers and cabal- 
leros. And he imagined how, when the ore- 
boats had been filled and his work had slack* 
ened, he would be free to ride with her along 
the rough mountain roads, between magnifi- 
cent pillars of royal palms, or to venture forth 
in excursions down the bay, to explore the 
caves and to lunch on board the rolling paddle- 
wheel steamer, which he would have repainted 
and gilded for her coming. He pictured him- 
self acting as her guide over the great mines, 
answering her simple questions about the 
strange machinery, and the crew of workmen, 
and the local government by which he ruled 
two thousand men. It was not on account of 
any personal pride in the mines that he wanted 
her to see them, it was not because he had dis- 
covered and planned and opened them that he 
wished to show them to her, but as a curious 
spectacle that he hoped would give her a 
moment's interest. 

But his keenest pleasure was when young 
Langham suggested that they should build a 
house for his people on the edge of the hill that 

jutted out over the harbor and the great ore 
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plen If this were done, Langham urged, It 
would be possible for him to see much more of 
his family than he would be able to do were 
they installed in the city, five miles away. 

^ We can still live in the office at this end of 
the railroad," the boy said, ^'and then we shall 
have them within call at night when we get 
back from work; but if they are in Valencia, 
it will take the greater part of the evening 
going there and all of the night getting back, 
for I can't pass that club under three hours. It 
will keep us out of temptation." 

**Ye8, exactly,*' said Clay, with a guilty 
smile, ^it will keep us out of temptation." 

So they cleared away the underbrush, and 
put a double force of men to work on what was 
to be the most beautiful and comfortable bunga- 
low on the edge of the harbor. It had blue and 
green and white tiles on the floors^ and walls 
of bamboo, and a red roof of curved tiles to let 
in the air, and dragons' heads for water-spouts, 
and verandas as broad as the house itself. 
There was an open court in the middle hung 
with balconies looking down upon a splashing 
fountain, and to decorate this pdtioy they levied 
upon people for miles around for tropical plants 
and colored mats and awnings. They cut dovm 

the trees that hid the view of the long harbor 
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laadfng from the sea into Valencia, and planted 
s ranpart of other trees to hide the iron-ore 
pier, and thej sodded the raw spots where the 
men had been building, until the place was as 
completely transformed as though a fairy had 
waved her wand above it. 

It was to be a great surprise, and they were 
all — Clay, Mac Williams, and Langham — as 
keenly interested in it as tliough each were 
preparing it for his honeymoon. They would 
be walking together in Valencia when one 
would say, "We ought to have that for the 
house," and without question they would march 
into the shop together and order whatever they 
fancied to be sent out to the house of the presi- 
dent of the mines on the hilL They stocked it 
with wine and linens, and hired a volante and 
six horses, and fitted out the driver with a new 
pair of boots that reached above his knees, and 
a silver jacket and a sombrero that was so 
heavy with braid that it flashed like a halo 
about his head in the sunlight, and he was 
ordered not to wear it until the ladies came, 
under penalty of arrest. It delighted Clay to 
find that it was only the beautiful things and 
the fine things of his daily routine that sug- 
gested her to him, as though she could not be 
associated in his mind with anything less 

44 






Soldiers of Fortune 

• 

wfrthjy and he kept saying to himselfi ^*She 
wfll like this view from the end of the terrace, ** 
and " This will be her favorite walk, " or " She 
will swing her hammock here/' and '^I know 
she will not fancy the rug that Weimer chose. '' 

While this fairy palace was growing the three 
men lived as roughly as before in the wooden 
hut at the terminus of the freight road, three 
hundred yards below the house, and hidden 
from it by an impenetrable rampart of brush 
and Spanish bayonet There was a rough road 
leading from it to the city, five miles away, 
which they had extended still farther up the 
hill to the Palms, which was the name Langham 
had selected for his father's house. And when 
it was finally finished, they continued to live 
under the corrugated zinc roof of their office 
building, and locking up the Palms, left it in 
charge of a gardener and a watchman until the 
coming of its rightful owners. 

It had been a viciously hot, close day, and 

even now the air came in sickening waves, like 

a blast from the engine-room of a steamer, and 

the heat lightning played round the mountains 

over the harbor and showed the empty wharves, 

and the black outlines of the steamers, and the 

white front of the Custom-House, and the long 

half-circle of twinkling lamps along the quay« 
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MacWilliams and Langham sat panting on the 
lower steps of the office-porch considering 
whether they were too lazy to clean themselves 
and be rowed over to the city, where, as it 
was Sunday night, was promised much enter* 
tainmenb They had been for the last hour 
trying to make up their minds as to this, and 
appealing to Clay to stop work and decide foi 
them. But he sat inside at a table figuring 
and writing under the green shade of a student's 
lamp and made no answer. The walls of Clay's 
office were of unplaned boards, bristling with 
splinters, and hung with blue prints and outline 
maps of the mine. 1 gaudily colored portrait 
of Madame la Presldenta, the noble and beau- 
^^ tiful woman whom Alvarez, the President of 
Olancho, had lately married in Spain, was 
pinned to the wall above the table. This table^ 
with its green oil-cloth top, and the lamp, 
about which winged insects beat noisily, and 
an earthen water-jar — from which the water 
dripped as regularly as the ticking of a clock 
— were the only articles of furniture in the 
office. On a shelf at one side of the door lay 
the men's machetes, a belt of cartridges, and a 
revolver in a holster. 

Clay rose from the table and stood in the 
light of the open door, stretching himself 
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gingerly, for his joints were sore and stiff with 
fording streams and climbing the surfaces of 
rocks. The red ore and yellow mud of the 
mines were plastered over his boots and riding- 
breeches, where he had stood knee-deep in the 
water, and his shirt stuck to him like a wet 
bathing-suit, showing his ribs when he breathed 
and the curves of his broad chest. A ring of 
burning paper and hot ashes fell from his 
cigarette to his breast and burnt a hole through 
the cotton shirt, and he let it lie there and 
watched it bum with a grim smile. 

"I wanted to see,*' he explained, catching 
the look of listless curiosity in MacWilliams's 
eye, ^'whether there was an}'thing hotter than 
my blood. It's racing around like boiling 
water in a pot," 

^Listen," said Langham, holding up his 
hand. ^^ There goes the call for prayers in the 
convent, and now it 's too late to go to town. 
I am glad, rather. I'm too tired to keep 
awake, and besides, they don't know how to 
amuse themselves in a civilized way — at least 
not in my way. I wish I could just drop in at 
home about now; don't you, MacWilliams? 
Just about this time up in God's country all 
the people are at the theatre, or they 've just 
finished dinner and are sitting around sipping 
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cool green mint, trickling through little lumpi 

of ice» What I 'd like — " he stopped and shut 

one eye and gazed, with his head on one side, at 

the unimaginative MacWilliams — ^^what I'd 

like to do now," he continued, thoughtfully, 

^^ would be to sit in the front row at a comic 

opera, on the aisle. The prima donna must be 

very, very beautiful^ and sing most of her songs 

at me, and there must be three comedians, all 

good, and a chorus entirely composed of girlSb 

I never could see why they have men in the 

chorus, anyway. No one ever looks at them. 

Kow that 's where I 'd like to be. What would 

you like, MacWilliams ? ** 

MacWilliams was a type with which Claj 

was intimately familiar, but to the college-bred 

Langham he was a revelation and a joy. He 

came from some little town in the West, and 

had learned what he knew of engineering at the 

transit's mouth, after he had first served his 

apprenticeship by cutting sage-brush and driv' 

ing stakes. Hio life had been spent in Mexico 

and Centra i America, and he spoke of the home 

he had not seen in ten years, with the aggres* 

sive loyalty of the confirmed wanderer, and he 

was known to prefer and to import canned corn 

and canned tomatoes in preference to eating the 

wonderful fruits of the country, because the 
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ft finer oame from the States aad tasted to him 
of home. He had crowded into his young life 
experiences that would have shattered the 
nerves of anj other man with a more sensitive 
conscience and a less happy sense of humor; 
but these same experiences had only served to 
make him shrewd and self-confident and at his 
ease when the occasion or difficulty came. 

He pulled meditatively on his pipe and con- 
jiidered Langham's question deeply, while Clay 
and the younger boy sat with their arms upon 
cbeir knees and waited for his decision in 
thoughtful silence. 

^I'd like to go to the theatre, too," said 
Mac Williams, with an air as though to show 
that he also was possessed of artistic tastes. 
^I'd like to see a comical chap I saw once in 
'80 — oh, long ago — before I joined the P. Q. 
Jb M. He tpas funny. His name was Owens ; 
that was his name, John E. Owens — " 

" Oh, for heaven's sake, MacWilliams,** prO" 
tested Langham, in dismay ; ^^ he 's been dead 
for five years. " 

<' Has he ? " said MacWilliams, thoughtfully. 
**Well — ''he concluded, unabashed, **I can't 
help that, he 's the one I 'd like to see best. " 

^Tou can have another wish, Mac, yon 
know," urged Langham, ^^ can't he, Olay?" 
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Olay nodded gravefy^ and MaeWilliamc 
frowned again in tkonght ^No," he said 
after an effort, *^ Owens, John EL Owens ; that 's 
the (me 1 want to see. '' 

^ Well, now I want another wish, too, " said 
Langhanu ^I move we can each have two 
wishes. I wish — '* 

''Wait nntil I've had mine,'' said Clay. 
^You've had one turn. I want to be in a 
place I know in Vienna. It 's not hot like this, 
but cool and fresh. It 's an open, ont-of-door 
concert-garden, with hnndreds of colored lights 
and trees, and there 's always a breeze coming 
through. And Eduard Strauss, the son, you 
know, leads the orchestra there, and they play 
nothing but waltzes, and he stands in front of 
them, and begins by raising himself on his 
toes, and then he lifts his shoulders gently — 
and then sinks back again and raises his baton 
as though be were drawing the music out after 
it, and the whole place seems to rock and 
move. It's like being picked up and carried 
on the deck of a yacht over great waves; and 
all around yon are the beautiful Viennese 
women and those tall Austrian officers in their 
long, blue coats and fiat hats and silver swords. 
And there are cool drinks -— " continued Clay, 
with his eyea fixed on the coming storm — ''all 
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Borts of oool drinks — in high, Hihi glaBM% 
full of ice, all tiie ice yon want-—'' 

*Oh, drop it, will 70a 7*^ cried Langham, 
with a flhrag of his damp diouldera. ^I can*t 
stand it. I 'm parching. " 

• Wait a minnte,*' intermpted Mao Williams, 
leaning forward and looking into the night. 
^Some one's coming. '^ There was a sound 
down the road of hoofs and the rattle of iAte 
land^rabs as they scrambled off into Ae boshes, 
and two men on horseback came snddenlj out 
iji tiie darkness and drew rein in the light 
from the open door. The first was General 
Mendoza, the leader of the opposition in the 
Senate, and the other, his orderly. The Gen- 
eral dropped his Panama hat to his knee and 
bowed in the saddle tiiree times. 

* Good-erening, your Excellency,** said Clay, 
rising. ^Tell that peon to get my coat^ will 
yon?" he added, turning to Langhsm. Lang- 
ham clapped his hands, and the clanging of a 
guitar ceased, and Aeir servant and cook came 
out &om the back of the hut and held tbe 
(General's horse while he dismounted. ^ Wait 
until I get you a chair,*' said Clay. ^ You '11 
find those steps rather bad for white duck.' 

^I am fortunate in finding you at homa^*' 
sud the officer, smiling, and showing his white 
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teeth. "^ The telephone is not workings I tried 
at the olub, but I could not call you*'' 

^It '8 the storm, I suppose,'' Clay answered, 
as he struggled into his jacket. ^ Let me offer 
you something to drink." He entered the 
house, and returned with several bottles on a 
tray and a bundle of cigars. The Spanish- 
American poured himself out a glass of water, 
mixing it with Jamaica rum, and said* smil- 
ing again, ^^ It is a saying of your countrymen 
that when a man first comes to Olancho he puts 
a little rum into his water, and that when he 
is here some time he puts a Utile water in his 
rum.** 

•*Yes,*' laughed Clay, «I'm afraid that's 
true.** 

There was a pause while the men sipped at 
their glasses, and looked at the horses and the 
orderly. The clanging of the guitar began 
again from the kitchen. "You have a very 
beautiful view here of the harbor, yes,*' said 
Mendoza. He seemed to enjoy the pause after 
his ride, and to be in no haste to begin on 
the object of his errand. MacWilliams and 
Langham eyed each other covertly, and Clay 
examined the end of his cigar^ and they all 
waited* 

'And how are the mines progressing, ehf 
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asked the officer^ genially. ^You find mncli 
good iron in them, they tell me." 

" Yes, we are doing very well, " Clay assented ; 
'St was difficult at first, but now that things 
are in working order, we are getting out about 
ten thousand tons a month. We hope to in- 
crease that soon to twenty thousand when the 
new openings are developed and our shipping 
facilities are in better shape." 

^So much!" exclaimed the General, pleas- 
antly. "Of which the Government of my 
country is to get its share of ten per cent — one 
thousand tons ! It is munificent I " He laughed 
and shook his head slyly at Clay, who smiled 
in dissent. 

"But you see, sir," said Clay, "you cannot 

blame us. The mines have always been there, 

before this Government came in, before the 

Spaniards were here, before there was any 

Government at all, but there was not the capital 

to open them up, I suppose, or — and it needed 

a certain energy to begin the attack. Youi 

people let the chance go, and, as it turned out, 

I think they were very wise in doing so. They 

get ten per cent of the output. That 's ten per 

cent on nothing, for the mines really didn't 

exist, as far as you were concerned, until wa 

oame, did they ! They were just so mnoh wasta 
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land, and they would hare remained so. And 
look at the priee we paid down before we cut a 
tree. Three mlUioDB of dollars ; that 'a a good 
deal of money. It will be some time bdore we 
realize anything on that iuTestment.'* 

Mendoza shook his head and shrugged his 
shoulders. ^^I will be frank with you," he 
said, with the air of one to wlK»n dissimulation 
is difficult. ^^ I come here to-night on an nn* 
pleasant ernund, bat it is with me a matter of 
dnky, and I am a soldier, to whom duty is the 
foremost ever. I hare e<»ne to tell you^ Mr. 
Clay, tiiat we, the Opposition, are not satisfied 
with the manner in which the Oovernment has 
disposed of these great iron deposits. When I 
say not satisfied, my dear fiiend^ I sp^ak most 
moderately. I should say that we are surprised 
and indignant, and we are determined the 
wrong it has done our country shall be ri^ited« 
I have iSbe honor to have been chosen to speak 
for our party on this most important question, 
and on next Tuesday, sir," the Qeneral stood 
up and bowed, as though he were before a great 
assembly, ^I will rise in the Senate and move 
a ¥ote of want of confidenoe in the Gk>Ternment 
for the manner in .which it has giren away the 
richest possessions in the storehouse of my 
eoontry, giving it not only to aliens, but for a 
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pittance, for a share which is not a share, but 
a bribe, to blind the eyes of the people. It 
has been a shamef al bargain, and I cannot say 
who is to blame ; I accuse no one. But I sus- 
pect, and I will demand an investigation; I 
will demand tiiat the value not of one-tenth, 
but of one^alf of all the iron that your com* 
pany takes out of Olancho shall be paid into tho 
treasury of the Stata And I come to you to- 
night, as the Resident Director, to inform yon 
beforehand of my intention. I do not wish to 
take you unprepared. I do not blame your 
people ; they are business men, they know how 
to make good bargains, they get what they best 
can. That is the rule of trade, but they have 
gone too far, and I advise you to communicate 
with your people in New York and learn what 
they are prepared to offer now — now that they 
have to deal with men who do not consider 
their own interests but the interests of their 
country. •• 

Mendoza made a sweeping bow and seated 
himself, frowning dramatically, with folded 
arms. His voice still hung in the air, for he 
had spi&en as earnestly as though he imagined 
himself already standing in the hall of th« 
Senate championing the cause of i^e people. 

MacWilliams looked up at Clay from whert 
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he sat on the steps below him, but Clay did 
not notice him, and there was no sound, excepi 
the quick sputtering of the nicotinCv in Lang* 
ham's pipe, at which he pulled quickly, and 
which was the only outward sign the boy gave 
of his interest Clay shifted one muddy boot 
over the other and leaned back with his hands 
stuck in his belt 

" Why did n*t you speak of this sooner ? '* h« 
asked. 

^^Ah, yes, that is fair," said the General, 
quickly, ^ I know that it is late, and I regret 
it, and I see that we cause you inconvenience ; 
but how could I speak sooner when I was 
ignorant of what was going on 7 I have been 
away with my troops. I am a soldier first, a 
politician after. During the last year I have 
been engaged in guarding the frontier. No 
news comes to a General in the field moving 
from camp to camp and always in the saddle; 
but I may venture to hope, sir, that news has 
come to you of me ? '' 

Clay pressed his lips together and bowed his 
bead. 

" We have heard of your victories. General, 

yes," he said; "and on your return you say 

you found things had not been going to your 

liking f "" 
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^That is it^** assented the other, eagerly. 
^ I find that indignation reigns on every side* 
I find my friends complaining of the railroad 
which you run across their land. I find that 
fifteen hundred soldiers are turned into laborers, 
with picks and spades, working by the side of 
negroes and your Irish; they have not been 
paid their wages, and they have been fed worse 
than though they were on the marcL; sickness 
and — ^ 

Clay moved impatiently and dropped his boot 
heavily on the porch. ^That was true at 
first," he interrupted, ^but it is not so now. 
I should be glad. General, to take you over the 
men's quarters at any time. As for their not 
having been paid, they were never paid by their 
own (Government before they came to us and 
for the same reason, because the petty ofiicers 
kept back the money, just as they have always 
done. But the men are paid now. However, 
this is not of the most importance. Who is it 
that complains of the terms of our concession 7 " 

"Every one I" exclaimed Mendoza, throwing 
out his arms, "and they ask, moreover, this: 
they ask why, if this mine is so rich, why was 
not the stock offered here to us in this country ? 
Why was it not put on the market, that any 
one might buy T We have rich men in Olancho, 
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why flbonld not fhey benefit first of all others 
hj the wealth of their own lands ? But no ! wo 
are not asked to buy. All the stock is taken in 
New York, no one benefits bat the State, and it 
receives only ten per cent. It is monstrous. " 

^'I see/' said Clay, gravely. ^^That had not 
occurred to me before. They feel they have 
been slighted. I see.'' He paused for a moment 
as if in serious consideration. ^'Well," ho 
added, ^Hhat might be arranged." 

He turned and jerked his head toward the 
open door. ^^ If you boys mean to go to town 
to-night, you 'd better be moving, " he said. 
The two men rose together and bowed silently 
to their guest 

^ I should like it Mr. Langham would remain 
a moment with us," said Mendoza, politely. " I 
understand that it is his father who controls 
the stock of the company. If we discuss any 
arrangement it might be well if he were here. ^ 

Clay was sitting with his chin on his breast, 
and he did not look up, nor did the young man 
turn to him for any prompting. " I 'm not 
down here as my father's son," he said, "I am 
an employee of Mr. Clay's. He represents tho 
company. Good-night, sir." 

« You think, then," said Clay, **that if your 
friends were given an opportunity to subscribt 
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to ihe stock fhey woald feel leM resentfal 
toward ns t They would think it was fairer to 

^I know it,'* said Mendoaa; ^whj should 
tho stock go out of the country when those 
liring here are able to buy it ? '* 

•* Exactly," said Clay, "of course. Can you 
tell me this, General ? Are the gentlemen who 
want to buy stock in the mine the same men 
who are in the Senate 7 The men who are 
objecting to the terms of our concession t " 

^With a few exceptions they are the same 
men." 

Clay looked out orer the harbor at the lights 
of the town, and the General twirled his hat 
around his knee and gazed with i^reeiation at 
the stars above hinu 

^Because if they are," Clay continued, "and 
they succeed in getting our share cut down 
from ninety per cent to fifty per cent, they 
must see tiiat the stock would be worth just 
forty per cent less than it is now." 

" That is true^" assented the other. " I have 

thought of that, and if the Senators in Opposi* 

tion were given a chance to subscribe, I am 

sore they would see that it is better wisdom to 

drop their objections to the concession, and as 

stoekholders allow you to keep ninety per cent 
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of the output. And, again," continued IfeB* 
doza, " it is really better for the country that 
the money should go to its people than that it 
should be stored up in the vaults of the treasury, 
when there is always the danger that the Presi- 
dent will seize it ; or, if not this one, the next 



one, " 



n 
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*^ I shcmld think — that is •— it seems to me. 
said Clay with careful consideration, ^that 
your Excellency might be able to render us 
great help in this matter yourself. We need a 
friend among the Opposition. In fact *- 1 see 
where you could assist us in many ways, where 
your services would be strictly in the line of 
your public duty and yet benefit us very much. 
Of course I cannot speak authoritatively with- 
out first consulting Mr. Langham ; but I should 
think he would allow you personapy to pur- 
chase as large a block of the stock as you could 
wish, either to keep yourself or to resell and 
distribute. among those of your friends in Oppo« 
sition where it would do the most good. " ' 

Clay looked over inquiringly to where 
Mendoza sat in the light of the open door, and 
the General smiled faintly, and emitted a 
pleased little sigh of reliel *^ Indeed," con- 
tinued Clay, ^^I should think Mr. Langham 
sight even save you the formality of purchas- 
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ing the stock outright by sending 70a its monej 
equivalent I beg your pardon," he asked, 
interrupting himself '' does your orderly under- 
stand English ? " 

^^He does not," the General assured him, 
eagerly, dragging his chair a little closer. 

^ Suppose now that Mr, Langham were to put 
fifty or let us say sixty thousand dollars to 
your account in the Valencia Bank, do you 
think this vote of want of confidence in the 
Goyemment on the question of our concession 
would still be moved 7 " 

^I am sure it would not^" exclaimed the 
leader of the Opposition, nodding his head 
violently. 

^' Sixty thousand dollars," repeated Clay, 
slowly, ^^ for yourself ; and do you think, Gen* 
eral, that were you paid that sum you would be 
able to call off your friends, or would they 
make a demand for stock also?" 

'^ Have no anxiety at all, they do just what I 

say," returned Mendoza, in an eager whisper. 

^'If I say ^ It is all right, I am satisfied with 

what the Government has done in my absence, ' 

it is enough. And I will say it, I give you the 

word of a soldier, I will say it I will not 

move a vote of want of confidence on Tuesday. 

Vou need go no farther than myself. I am 
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glad tiiat I am powerfal enough to serye you, 
and if you doubt me " — he strack his heart and 
bowed with a deprecatory smile — ^^yon need 
not pay in the money in exchange for the stock 
all at the same time. Yon can pay ten thou- 
sand this year, and next year t^i thousand 
more and so on, and so feel confident that I 
shall have the interests of the mine always in 
my heart Who knows what may not happen 
in a year ? I may be able to serye yon even 
more. Who knows how long the present Qot« 
ernment will last ? But I give you my word of 
hcmor, no matter whether I be in Opposition or 
%t the head of the Government, if I receive 
every six months the retaining fee of which 
you speak, I will be your representative. And 
my friends can do nothing. I despise them. 
Jam the Opposition. Yon have done well, my 
dear sir, to consider me alone. " 

Clay turned in his chair and looked back of 
him through the office to the room beyond. 
**Boys," he called, "you can come out now.'* 
He rose and pushed his chair away and 
beckoned to the orderly who sat in the saddle 
holding tiie General's horse. Langham and 
MacWilliams came out and stood in the open 
door, and Mendoza rose and looked at Clay. 

^ You can go now," Olay said to him, quietly. 
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''And you can riae in the Senate on Tuesday 
and move your TOte of want of eonfidence and 
object to oar concession, and when you haye 
resumed your seat the Secretary of Mines will 
rise in his turn and tell the Senate how you 
stole out here in the night and tried to black- 
mail me, and begged me to bribe you to be 
silent, and that you offered to throw over your 
friends and to take all that we would give you 
and keep it yourseli That will make you 
popular with your friends, and will show the 
Government just what ^ort of a lead^^ it has 
working against it." 

Clay took a step forward and shook his finger 
in the officer's face. '' Try to bieak that con« 
cession ; try it. It was made by one Oovem- 
ment to a body of honest, decent business men, 
with a Government of their own back of them, 
and if you interfere with our ccmceded rights to 
work those mines, I '11 have a man-of-war down 
here with white paint on her hull, and she '11 
blow you and your little republic back up there 
into the mountains. Now you can go. '' 

Mendoza had straightened with surprise when 
Clay first b«gan to speak, and had then bent 
forward slightly as though he meant to inter- 
rupt him. His eyebrows were lowered in a 
straight line, and his lips moved quickly. 
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" You poor — " he began, contemptuously. 
** Bah," he exclaimed, "you 're a fool; I should 
have sent a seryant to talk with you. You are 
a child — but you are an insolent child," he 
cried suddenly, his anger breaking out, "a^d 
I shall punish you. You dare to call me 
names ! You shall fight me, you shall fight me 
to-morrow. You have insulted an officer, and 
you shall meet me at once, to-morrow." 

"If I meet you to-morrow," Clay replied, "I 
will thrash you for your impertinence. The 
only reason I don't do it now is because you 
are on my doorstep. You had better not meet 
me to-morrow, or at any other time. And I 
have no leisure to fight duels with anybody. " 

"You are a coward," returned the other, 
quietly, "and I tell you so before my seiTant." 

Clay gave a short laugh and turned to 
Mac Williams in the doorway. 

"Hand me my gun, Mac Williams," he said, 
"it's on the shelf to the right" 

MacWilliams stood still and shook his head. 
"Oh, let him alone," he said. "You've got 
him where you want him." 

" Give me the gun, I tell you," repeated Clay. 
" I 'm not going to hurt him, I 'm only going to 
show him how I can shoot. " 

MacWilliams moved grudgingly across the 
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porcb and brought back the revolyer and handed 
it to Clay. "Look out now/' he aaid, "it*8 
loaded." 

At Clay's words the General had retreated 
hastily to his horse's head and had begun 
unbuckling the strap of his holster, and the 
orderly reached back into the boot for his car- 
bine. Clay told him in Spanish to throw up 
his hands, and the man, with a frightened 
look at his officer, did as the revolver sug- 
gested. Then Clay motioned with his empty 
hand for the other to desist "Don't do that," 
he said, " I 'm not going to hurt you ; I 'm only 
going to frighten you a little. " 

He turned and looked at the student lamp 

inside, where it stood on the table in full view. 

Then he raised his revolver. He did not 

apparently hold it away from him by the butt, 

as other men do, but let it lie in the palm of 

his hand, into which it seemed to fit like the 

hand of a friend. His first shot broke the top 

of the glass chimney, the second shattered the 

green globe around it, the third put out the 

light, and the next drove the lamp crashing to 

the floor. There was a wild yell of terror from 

the back of the house, and the noise of a guitar 

falling down a flight of steps. " I have prob- 

mbly killed a very good cook." Aaid Clay, "as I 
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should as certainly kill jou, if I were to meet 
you. Langham," he continued, ^^go tell that 
cook to come back. " 

The General sprang into hi|y saddle, and the 
altitude it gave him seemed to bring back some 
of the jauntiness he had lost. 

** That was very pretty, " he said ; " you have 
been a cowboy, so they tell me. It is quite 
evident by your manners. No matter, if w( do 
not meet to-morrow it will be because I have 
more serious work to do* Two months from 
to-day there will be a new Government in 
Olancho and a new President, and the mines 
will have a new director. I have tried to be 
your friend, Mr. Clay. See how you like me 
for an enemy. Good-night, gentlemen. ** 

^^ Good-night, " said Mac Williams, unmoved. 
^ Please ask your man to close the gate after 
you.'' 

When the sound of the hoofs had died away 
the men still stood in an uncomfortable silence, 
with Clay twirling the revolver around his 
middle finger. ^^I'm sorry I had to make a 
gallery play of that sort, '' he said. "' But it 
was the only way to make that sort of man 
understand." 

Langham sighed and shook his head ruefully* 

"^ Well," he said, ''I thought all the trouble 
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WAS over, but it looks to me as though it had 
just begun. So far as I can see thej 're going 
to give the governor a run for his money yet." 

Olay turned tMfacWilliams. 

^How many of Mendoza's soldiers have we 
in the mines, Mac?" he asked. 

"About fifteen hundred," MacWilliams an- 
swered. " But you ought to hear the way they 
talk of him." 

• They do, eh ? " said Clay, with a smile of 
satisfaction. ^^ That 's good. * Six hundred 
slaves who hate their masters.' 'What do they 
say about me ? " 

•Oh, they think you're all right They 
know you got them their pay and all. that 
They'd do a lot for you." 

« Would they fight for me ? " asked Clay. 

MacWilliams looked up and laughed uneasily. 
«I don't know," he said. "Why, old man? 
What do you mean to do ? " 

•^Oh, I don't know," Clay answered. "I was 
just wondering whether I should like to be 
President of Olancho." 
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The Langhams were to arrive on Friday, and 
during the week before that day Clay went 
about with a long slip of paper in his pocket 
which he would consult earnestly in corners, 
and upon which he would note down the things 
that they had left undone. At night he would 
sit staring at it and turning it over in much 
concern, and would beg Langham to tell him 
what he could have meant when he wrote ^^ see 
Weimer," or "clean brasses," or "S. Q. AL" 
"Why should I see Weimer," he would ex- 
claim, "and which brasses, and what does 
S. Q. M. stand for, for heaven's sake?" 

They held a full-dress rehearsal in the bunga- 
low to improve its state of preparation, and 
drilled the servants and talked English to 
them, so that they would know what was wanted 
when the young ladies came. It was an inter- 
esting exercise, and had the three young mea 
been less serious in their anxiety to welcome 
the coming guests they would have found tkem- 
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nelves Terjr amusing — as when Langham would 
lean oyer the balcony in the court and shout 
back into the kitchen, in what was supposed to 
be an imitatioiAE his sister's manner, ^' Bring 
my coffee and rolls — and don't take all day 
about it either," while Clay and Mac Williams 
stood anxiously below to head off the servants 
when they carried in a can of hot water instead 
of bringing the horses round to the door, as 
they had been told to do. 

^^Of course it's a bit rough and all that,'* 
Clay would say, " but they have only to tell us 
what they want changed and we can have it 
ready for them in an hour." 

^Oh, my sisters are all right," Langham 
would reassure him; "they'll think it's fine. 
It will be like camping-out to |ihem, or a pic- 
nic. They '11 understand." 

But to make sure, and to "test his girders," 
as Clay put it, they gave a dinner, and after 
that a breakfast. The President came to the 
first, with his wife, the Countess Manuelata, 
Madame la Presidenta, and Captain Stuart, lati 
of the Gordon Highlanders, and now in com- 
mand of the household troops at the Oovern* 
ment House and of the body-guard of the 
President. He was a friend of Clay's and 
popular with every one present, except for the 
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fact that he occupied this position, instead of 
serving his own Government in his own army. 
Some people said he had been crossed in love, 
others, less sentimental, thalAe had forged a 
check, or mixed up the mess accounts of his 
company. But Clay and Mac Williams said it 
concerned no one why he was there, and then 
emphasized the remark by picking a quarrel 
with a man who had given an unpleasant reason 
for it Stuart, so far as they were concerned, 
could do no wrong. 

The dinner went off very well, and the Presi- 
dent consented to dine with them in a week, 
on the invitation of young Langham to meet 
his father. 

^^Miss Langham is very beautiful, they 4ell 
me, " Madame Alvarez said to Olay. ^' I heard 
of her one winter in Rome ; she was presented 
there and much admired. " 

" Yes, I believe she is considered very beau- 
tiful, " Clay said. " I have only just met her, 
but she has travelled a great deal and knows 
every one who is of interest, and I think you 
will like her very much." 

"I mean to like her," said the woman. 
" There are very few of the native ladies who 
have seen much of the world beyond a trip to 
Paris, where they live in their hotels and at 
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the dressmaker's while their husbands enjoy 
themseWes; and sometimes I am rather heart* 
«ick for my home and my own people. I was 
OTerjoyed wheiul heard Miss Langham was to 
be with us this winter. But you must not keep 
ner out here to yourselves. It is too far and 
too selfish. She must spend some time with 
me at the Government House.'' 

"Yes," said Clay, «I am afraid of that I 
)m afraid the young ladies will find it rather 
lonely out here.** 

"Ah, no,** exclaimed the woman, quickly. 
"You have made it beautiful, and it is only a 
half-hour's ride, except when it rains," she 
added, laughing, " and then it is almost as easy 
to row as to ride. '* 

"I will have the road repaired," interrupted 
the President. " It is my wish, Mr. Clay, that 
you will command mo in every way ; I am most 
desirous to make the visit of Mr. Langham 
agreeable to him, he is doing so much for us. " 

The breakfast was given later in the week, 

and only men were present They were the 

rich planters and bankers of Valencia, generals 

in the army, and members of the Cabinet, and 

ofiicers from the tiny war-ship in the harbor. 

The breeze from the bay touched them tiirough 

the open doors, the food and wine cheei^d 
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Khem, and the eager courtesy and hospitality of 
the three Americans pleased and flattered them. 
They were of a people who better appreciate the 
amenities of life than its sacrifices. 

The breakfast lasted far into the afternoon, 
and, inspired by the success of the banquet, 
Clay quite unexpectedly found himself on his 
feet with his hand on his heart, thanking the 
guests for the good-will and assistance which 
they had given him in his work, "I have 
tramped down your coffee-plants, and cut away 
your forests, and disturbed your sleep with my 
engines, and you have not complained," he 
said, in his best Spanish, ^^and we will show 
that we are not ungratefuL" 

Then Weimer, the Consul, spoke, and told 
them that in his Annual Consular Report, 
which he had just forwarded to the State 
Department, he had related how ready the Gov- 
ernment of Olancho had been to assist ^e 
American company. "And I hope," he GOtt 
eluded, "that you will allow me, gentlemen, r^ 
propose the health of President Alvarez and th« 
members of his Cabinet." 

The men rose to their feet, one by one, fill- 
ing their glasses and laughing and saying, 
" Viva el Gobernador, " until they were all stand- 
ing. Then, as they looked at one another and 
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uAW only the faces of friendB. some one of them 
cried, euddenlj, ^'To President Alvarez, Dic- 
tator of OlanchoP' 

The cry was drowned in a yell of exultation, 
and men sprang cheering to their chairs waving 
their napkins above their heads, and those who 
wore swords drew them and flashed them in 
the air, and the quiet, lazy good-nature of the 
breakfast was turned into an uproarious scene 
of wild excitement. Olay pushed back his 
chair from the head of the table with an 
anxious look at the servants gathered about the 
open door, and Weimer clutched frantically at 
Langham's elbow and whispered, '' What did I 
say ? For heaven's sake, how did it begin ? *• 

The outburst ceased as suddenly as it had 
started, and old General Bojas, the Yice* 
President, called out, ^^What is said is said, 
but it must not. be repeated." 

Stuart waited until after the rest had gone, 
and Olay led him out to the end of the veranda. 
" Now will you kindly tell me what that was ? " 
G lay asked. ^ It did n't sound like champagne. " 

** No, '* said the other, ** I thought you knew. 
Alvarez means to proclaim himself Dictator, 
if he can, before the spring elections." 

** And are you going to help him ? " 

^Of course," said the Englishman, simply. 
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''Well, that's all right," aaid Clay, «but 
there's no use shouting the fact all over the 
shop like that — and they should n't drag me 
into it" 

Stuart laughed easily and shook his head. 
"It won't be long before you '11 be in ityour^ 
self," he said. 

Clay awoke early Friday morning to hear the 
shutters beating yiciously against the side of 
the house, and the wind rushing through the 
palms, and the rain beating in splashes on the 
zinc roof. It did not come soothingly and in a 
steady downpour, but brokenly, like the rush 
of waves sweeping over a rough beach. He 
turned on the pillow and shut his eyes again 
with the same impotent and rebellious sense of 
disappointment that he used to feel when he 
had wakened as a boy and found it storming on 
his holiday, and he tried to sleep once more in 
the hope that when he again awoke the sun 
would be shining in his eyes; but the storm 
only slackened and did not cease, and the rain 
continued to fall with dreary, relentless per- 
sistence. The men climbed the muddy road to 
the Palms, and viewed in silence the wreck 
which the night had brought to their plants and 
garden-paths. Rivulets of muddy water had 
cut gutters over the lawn and poured out from 
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andei the veranda, and plants and palms lay 
bent and broken, with their broad leaves bedrag- 
gled and coated with mud. The harbor and 
the encircling mountains showed dimly through 
a curtain of warm, sticky rain. To something 
that Langham said of making the best of it, 
MacWilliams replied, gloomily, that he would 
not be at all surprised if the ladies refused to 
leave the ship and demanded to be taken home 
immediately. ^ I am sorry, " Clay said, simply ; 
^ I wanted them to like it. ** 

The men walked back to the oflSce in grim 
silence, and took turns in watching with a 
glas:; the arms of the semaphore, three miles 
below, at the narrow opening of the bay. Olay 
smiled nervously to himself, with a sudden 
sinking at the heart, and with a hot blush of 
pleasure, as he thought of how often he had 
looked at its great arms outlined like a mast 
against the sky, and thanked 'it in advance for 
telling him that she was near. In the harbor 
below, the vessels lay with bare yards and 
empty decks, the wharves were deserted, and 
only an occasional small boat moved across the 
beaten surface of the bay. 

But at twelve o'clock MacWilliams lowered 
the glass quickly, with a little gasp of excite- 
ment, rubbed its moist lens on the inside of his 
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eoat and tamecr It again toward a limp strip or 
bunting that was crawling slowly up the hal- 
yards of the semaphore. A second dripping 
rag answered it from the semaphore in front of 
the Custom-House, and HacWilliams laughed 
nervously and shut the glass. 

"It's red,** he said; "they 've come,** 
They had planned to wear white duck suits, 
and go out in a launch with a flag flying, and 
they had made MacWilliams purchase a red 
cummerbund and a pith helmet; but they 
tumbled into the launch now, wet and bedrag- 
gled as they were, and raced Weimer in his 
boat, with the American flag clinging to the 
pole, to the side of the big steamer as she drew 
slowly into tha bay. Other row-boats and 
launches and lighters began to push out from 
the wharves, men appeared under the sagging 
awnings of the bare houses along the river- 
front, and the custom and health officers in 
shining oil-skins and puffing damp cigars 
clambered over the side. 

"I see them," cried Langham, jumping up 
and rocking the boat in his excitement. " There 
they are in the bow. That's Hope waving. 
Hope I hullo, Hope!'* he shouted, "hullo!" 
Olay recognized her standing between the 
younger sister and her father, with the rain 
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beating on all of them, and waving her hand to 
Langham. The men took off their hats, and as 
they pulled up alongside she bowed to Clay and 
nodded brightly. They sent Langham up the 
gangway first, and waited until he had mada 
his greetings to his family alone. 

"We have had a terrible trip, Mr. Clay," 
Miss Langham said to him, beginning, as 
people will, with the last few days, as though 
they were of the greatest importance ; " and wo 
could see nothing of you at the mines at all aa 
we passed — only a wet flag^ and a lot of very 
friendly workmen, who cheered and fired off 
pans of dynamite." 

"They did, did they?'' said Clay, with a 
satisfied nod. " That 's all right, then. That 
was a royal salute in your honor. Eirkland 
had that to do. He 's the foreman of A open- 
ing. I am awfully sorry about this rain — it 
spoils everything." 

" I hope it has n't spoiled our breakfast," said 
Mr. Langham. " We have n't eaten anything 
this morning, because we wanted a change of 
diet, and the captain told us we should be on 
shore before now." 

"We have some carriages for you at the 
wharf, and we will drive you right out to the 
Palms," said young Langham. "It's shorter 
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by water, but there 's a bill that the girls 
could n't climb to-daj. That 's the house we 
built for you, Governor, with the flag-pole, up 
there on the hill ; and there 's your ugly old 
pier ; and that 's where we live, in the little 
shack above it, with the tin roof; and that 
opening to the right is the terminus of 
the railroad MacWilliams built. Where 's 
Mac Williams ? Here, Mac, I want you to 
know my father. This is MacWilliams, sir, 
of whom I wrote you." 

There was some delay about the baggage, 
and in getting the party together in the boats 
that Langham and the Consul had brought; 
and after t£ey had stood for some time on the 
wet dock, hungry and damp, it was rather 
aggravating to find that the carriages which 
Langham had ordered to be at one pier had 
gone to another. So the new arrivals sat 
rather silently under the shed of the levee 
on a row of cotton-bales, while Clay and 
MacWilliams raced off after the carriages. 

^ I wish we did n't have to keep the hood 
down," young Langham said, anxiously, as 
they at last proceeded heavily up the muddy 
streets ; ^^ it makes it so hot, and you can't see 
anything. Not that it 's worth seeing in all 

this mud and muck, but it's great when 
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the 8un shines. We had planned it all so 
differently." 

He was alone with his family now in on< 
carriage, and the other men and the servantt 
were before them in two others. It seemed ai 
interminable ride to thom all — to the strangerSf 
and to the men who were anxious that thej 
should be pleased. They left the city at last, 
and toiled along the limestone road to the 
Palms, rocking from side to side and sinking 
in ruts filled with rushing water. When they 
opened the flap of the hood the rain beat in on 
them, and when they closed it they stewed in a 
damp, warm atmosphere of wet leather and 
horse-hair. 

^This is worse than a Turkish bath," said 
Hope, faintly. "Don't you live anywhere, 
Ted ? " 

"Oh, it's not far now," sale the younger 
brother, dismally; but even as he spoke the 
carriage lurched forward and plunged to one 
side and came to a halt, and they could hear 
the streams rushing past the wheels like the 
water at the bow of a boat. A wet, black face 
appeared at the opening of the hood, and a 
man spoke despondently in Spanish. 

"He says we 're stuck in the mud," explained 
Langham. He looked at them so beseecbinf It 
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and so pitifully, with the perspiration stream, 
ing down his face, and his clothes damp and be- 
draggled, that Hope leaned back and laughed, 
and his father patted him on the knee. ^^It 
can't be any worse," he said, cheerfully; "it 
must mend now. It is not your fault, Ted, 
that we're starving and lost in the mud." 

Langham looked out to find Clay and 
MacWilliams knee-deep in the running water, 
with their shoulders against the muddy wheels, 
and the driver lashing at the horses and drag* 
ging at their bridles. He sprang out to their 
assistance, and Hope, shaking off her sister's 
detaining hands, jumped out after him, laugh- 
ing. She splashed up the hill to the horses' 
heads, motioning to the driver to release his 
hold on their bridles. 

"That is not the way to treat a horse," she 
said. " Let me have them. Are you men all 
ready down there ? " she called. Each of the 
three men glued a shoulder to a wheel, and 
clenched his teeth and nodded. ^^AU right, 
then," Hope called back. She took hold of the 
huge Mexican bits close to the mouth, where the 
pressure was not so cruel, and then coaxing and 
tugging by turns, and slipping as often as the 
horses themselves, she drew them out of the mud, 
and with the help of the men back of the car* 
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riagt polled it dear untQ it stood free again 
at the top d the hill. Then she released her 
hold on the bridles and looked down, in dismay 
at her frock and hands, and then up at the 
three men. They appeared so utterly miserable 
and forlorn in their muddy garments, and with 
their faces washed with the rain and perspira- 
tion, that the girl gave way suddenly to an un- 
controllable shriek of delight. The men stared 
blankly at her for a moment, and then inquir- 
ingly at one another, and as the humor of the 
situation struck them they burst into an echo- 
ing shout of laughter, which rose above the 
noise of the wind and rain, and before which 
the disappointments and trials of the morning 
were swept away. Before they reached the 
Palms the sun was out and shining with fierce 
brilliancy, reflecting its rays on every damp leaf, 
and drinking up each glistening pool of water. 

MacWilliams and Clay ieft the Langhams 
alone together, and returned to the office, where 
they assured each other again and again that 
there was no doubt, from what each had heard 
different members of the family say, that they 
were greatly pleased with m11 that had been pre- 
pared for them. 

^They think it's finet^ said young Langham, 

who had mn down the hill to tell them about it. 

81 



Soldiers of Fortune 

'^ I tfill 70Q, ihey are plaasecL I took them all 
•rer tho hoase^ and they just exclaimed every 
rainiite. Of course/' he said, dispassionateljr, 
^I thought thej 'd like it, but I had no idea it 
would please them as much as it has. H7 Got* 
emor is so delighted with the place that he's 
sitting out there on the veranda now, rocking 
himself up and down and taking long breaths 
of sea-air^ just as thou^ he owned tiie whole 
eoa8t4ine»" 

Lan^iam. dined with his people that night, 
Clajr and MacWilliamb haying promised to fol- 
low him up the hill later. It was a night of 
much moment to them all, and tiie two men ate 
their dinner m silence, each considering what 
the coming of the strangers might mean to him. 

As he was leaving the room Mac Williams 
stopped and hovered uncertainly in the doorway. 

*^ Are you going to get yourself into a dress- 
suit to-night?*' he asked. Clay said that he 
tiiought he would ; he waited to feel quite clean 
once more. 

^ Well, all right, then,** fhe other returned, 
reluctanfly. ^ 1 11 do it for this once, if you 
mean tOy but you need nH think I 'm going to 
make a practice of it, for I 'm not I have n't 
worn a dress-suit,'* he continued, as though ex* 



plaming his principles in the mattert *^sinoe 
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four spread when we opened the railroad — 
tiiat'B Bix months ago; and the time before 
that I wore one at MacGolderick'a faneraL 
ICaoGoIderick blew himself np at Puerto Tm- 
tillo, shooting rooks for the breakwater. We 
never found all of him, but we gave what we 
could get together as fine a funeral as those 
natives ever saw. The boys, they wanted to 
make him look respectable, so they asked me to 
lend them my dress-suit, but I told them I 
meant to wear it myself. That 's how I came to 
wear a dress-suit at a f uneraL It was eittier me 
or MacGblderick." 

^ Mao Williams,^ said Clay, as he stuck the 
ioe of one boot into the heel of the other, *^ if I 
had your imi^nation I M give up railroading 
and take to writing war clouds for tiie news* 
papers.** 

^ Do you mean you don*t believe that story f* 
MacWilliams demanded, sternly. 

^ I do/' said Clay, ** I mean I don't* 

"^Well, let it go,** returned MacWilliamB, 
gloomily ; ^ but there 's been funerals for lesai 
than that, let me tell you." 

A half-hour later MacWilliams appeared in 
the door and stood gazing attentively at Olaj 
arranging his tie before a hand-glass, and Hbern 
at himself in his unusual appareL 
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^ No wonder jmk Totod to item up/* he ex* 
oUhned finally* in a tone of personal injury. 
^ That 'a not a dreaa-enit you 've got on anyway. 
It haa n't any tails. And I hope for your sake, 
Mr. day," he oontinued* his voice rising in 
plaintive indignation, ^^ that you are not going 
to play that scarf on us for a vest And you 
haven't got a high collar on, either. That's 
only a rough blue print of a dress-suit. Why, 
you look just as comfortable as though you were 
going to enjoy yourself— and you look cool, too." 

« Well, why not t" laughed Clay. 

« Well, but look at me," cried the other. « Do 
I look cool ? Do I look happy or comfortable T 
No, I don't. I look just about the way I feel, 
like a fool undertaker. I 'm going to take this 
thing right off. You and Ted Langham can 
wear your silk scarfs and bobtail coats, if you 
like, but if they don't want me in white duck 
they don't get me." 

When they reached the Palms, Clay asked 
Miss Langham if she did not want to see his 
new. ^ And perhaps, if you appreciate it prop- 
erly, I will make you a present of it,'* he said, 
as he walked before her down the length of the 
veranda. 

^ It would be very selfish to keep it all to my* 

self,** aha said. *' Could n't we share it 7 " They 
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had left the others seated facing the bay^ with 
Mac Williams and young Langham on the broad 
steps of the veranda, and the younger sister and 
her father sitting in long bamboo steamer-chairs 
above them. 

Clay and Miss Langham were quite alone. 
Prom the high cliff on which the Palms stood 
they could look down the narrow inlet that 
joined the ocean and see the moonlight turning 
the water into a rippling ladder of light and 
gilding the dark green leaves of the palms near 
them with a border of silver. Directly below 
them lay the waters of the bay, reflecting the 
red and green lights of the ships at anchor, and 
beyond them again were the yellow lights of the 
town, rising one above the other as the city 
crept up the hill. And back of all were the 
mountains, grim and mysterious, with white 
clouds sleeping in their huge valleys, like 
masses of fog. 

Except for the ceaseless murmur of the insect 
life about them the night was absolutely still — 
so still that the striking of the ships' bells in 
the harbor came to them sharply across the sur- 
face of the water, and they could hear from 
time to time the splash of some great fish and 
the steady creaking of an oar in a rowlock that 

grew fainter and fainter as it grew further away, 
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ontQ it was drowned in the distance. iGss 
Langham was for a long time silent. She stood 
with her hands clasped behind her, gazing from 
side to side into the moonlight, and had appar* 
ently forgotten that Clay was present. 

^ Well," he said at last, ^ I think you appreci* 
ate it properly. I was afraid you would exclaim 
about ity and say it was fine, or charming, or 
something." 

Miss Langham turned to him and smiled 
slightly. ^^And you told me once that you 
knew me so very well/' she said. 

Clay chose to forget much that he had sidd 
on that night when he had first met her. He 
knew that he had been b<dd then, and had dared 
to be so because he did not think he would see 
her again; but, now that he was to meet her 
every day through seyeral months, it seemed 
better to him that they should grow to know 
each other as they really were, simply and sin* 
oerely, and without forcing the situation in any 
way. 

So he replied, " I don*t know you so well now. 
You must remember I have n't seen you for a 
year.** 

''Yes, but you hadn't seeu me for twenty* 
two years then," she answered. '* I don't tliink 
yon have changed much,'' she went on. '* 1 ex- 
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pected to find yon gray with cares. Ted wrote 
OS about the way yoa work all day at the mines 
and dt up all night over calculations and plans 
and reports. But you don't show it. When 
are yon going to take us orer the mines ? To- 
morrow ? I am yery anxious to see them, but I 
suppose father will want to inspect them first. 
Hope knows all about them, I believe; she 
knows their names, and how much you hare 
taken out, and how much you hare put in, too, 
and what Mac Williams's railroad cost, and who 
got tiie contract for the ore pier. Ted told us 
in his letters, and she used to work it out on the 
map in father^s study. She is a most energetic 
child ; I think sometimes she should have been a 
boy. I wish I could be the help to any one that 
she is to my father and to me. Whenever I am 
blue or down she makes fun of me, and — ** 

** Why should you ever be blue ?" asked Clay, 
abruptly. 

^' There is no real reason, I suppose," the girl 
answered, smiling, ^< except that life is so very 
easy for me that I have to invent some woes. 
I should be better for a few reverses." And 
then she went on in a lower voice, and toming 
her head away, *^ In our family there is no wo« 
man older than I am to whom I can go with 

questions that trouble me. Hope is like a boy, 
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I said, and plays with Ted, and my father is 
rery busy with his affairs, and since my mother 
died I hare been very much alone. A man can* 
not understand. And I cannot understand why 
I should be speaking to you about myself and 
my troubles, except — '' she added, a little wist- 
fully, *^ that you once said you were interested 
in me, eren if it was as long as a year ago. 
And because I want you to be very kind to me, 
as you hare been to Ted, and I hope that we 
are going to be very good friends/' 

She was so beautiful, standing in the shadow 
with the moonlight about her and with her hand 
held out to him, that Clay felt as though the 
scene were hardly real. He took her hand in 
his and held it for a moment His pleasure in 
the sweet friendliness of her manner and in her 
beauty was so great that it kept him silent 

** Friends I " he laughed under his breath. <^ I 
den't think there is much danger of our not 
being friends. The danger lies,^ he went on, 
smiling, ^^ in my not being able to stop there." 

Miss Langham made no sign that she had 
heard him, but turned and walked out into the 
moonlight and down the porch to where the 
others were sitting. 

Young Langham had ordered a natiye orches- 
tra of guitars and reed instruments from the 
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town to serenade his people, and they were 
standing in front of the house in the moonlight 
as Miss Langham and Clay came forward. Thej 
played the shrill, eerie music of their country 
witii a passion and feeling that filled out the 
strange tropical scene around them; but Clay 
heard them only as an accompaniment to his 
own thoughts, and as a part of the beautiful 
night and the tall, beautiful girl who had domi- 
nated it He watched her from the shadow as 
she sat leaning easily forward and looking into 
the night. The moonlight fell fuU upon her, 
and though she did not once look at him or 
turn her head in his direction, he felt as though 
she must be conscious of his presence, as though 
there were already an understanding between 
them which she herself had established. She 
had asked him to be her friend. That was only 
a pretty speech, perhaps; but she had spoken 
of herself, and had hinted at her perplexities 
and her loneliness, and he argued that while it 
was no compliment to be asked to share an- 
other's pleasure, it must mean something when 
one was allowed to learn a little of another's 
troubles. 

And while his mind was flattered and aroused 
by this promise of confidence between them, he 

was rejoicing in the rare quality of her beautji 
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and in the thought that she was to be near him, 
and near him here, of all places. It seemed a 
very wonderful thing to Glaj — - something that 
could only have happened in a novel or a play. 
For while the man and the hour frequently 
appeared together, he had found that the one 
woman in the world and the place and the man 
was a much more difficult combination to bring 
into effect. No one, he assured himself thank* 
fully, could have designed a more loyely setting 
for his loTe-story, if it was to be a love-story, 
and he hoped it was, than this into which she 
had come of her own free will. It was a land 
of romance and adventure, of guitars and lat* 
ticed windows, of warm brilliant days and gor- 
geous silent nights, under purple heavens and 
white stars. And he was to have her all to 
himself, with no one near to interrupt, no other 
friends, even, and no possible rivaL She was 
not guarded now by a complex social system, 
with its responsibilities. He was the most 
lucky of men. Others had only seen her in 
her drawing-room or in an opera-box, but he 
was free to ford mountain-streams at her side, 
or ride with her under arches of the great 
palms, or to play a guitar boldly beneath her 
window. He was free to come and go at any 
hour ; not only free to do so, but fte very nar 
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tare of his duties made it necessary that they 
should be thrown constantly together. 

The music of the yiolins moved him and 
touched him deeply, and stirred depths at which 
he had not guessed. It made him humble and 
deeply gratef ul, and he felt how mean and nn- 
worthy he was of such great happiness. He 
had neyer loved any woman as he felt that he 
could love this woman, as he hoped that he was 
to love her. For he was not so far blinded by her 
beauty and by what he guessed her character 
to be, as to imagine that he really knew her. 
He only knew what he hoped she was, what he 
believed the soul musi be that looked out of 
those kind, beautiful eyes, and that found utter- 
ance in that wonderful voice which could con* 
trol him and move him by a word* 

He felt, as he looked at the group before him, 

how lonely his own life had been, how hard he 

had worked for so little «-- > for what other men 

found ready at hand when they were bom into 

the world. He felt almost a touch of self-pity 

at his own imperf ectness ; and the power of his 

will and his confidence in himself, of which he 

was so proud, seemed misplaced and little. 

And then he wondered if he had not neglected 

chances ; but in answer to this his injured self* 

love rose to rebut the idea that he had wasted 
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any portion of his time, and he assured himself 
that he had done the work that he had cut out 
for himself to do as best he could ; no one but 
himself knew with what courage and spirit. 
And so he sat combating with himself, hoping 
one moment that she would prove what he be- 
lieved her to be, and the next, scandalized at 
his temerity in daring to think of her at alL 

The spell lifted as the music ceased, and Clay 
brought himself back to the moment and looked 
about him as though he were waking from a 
dream and had expected to see the scene dis- 
appear and the figures near him fade into the 
moonlight. 

Young Langham had taken a guitar from one 
of the musicians and pressed it upon MacWil* 
liams, with imperative directions to sing such 
and such songs, of which, in their isolation, they 
had grown to think most highly, and MacWil* 
liams was protesting in much embarrassment. 

MacWilliams had a tenor voice which he 
maltreated in the most villanous manner by 
singing directly through his nose. He had a 
taste for sentimental songs, in which ^^kiss" 
rhymed with " bliss," and in which ** the people 
cry •• was always sure to be followed with " as 
she goes by, that's pretty Katie Moody ,** or 
^ Rosid Mclntyre/' He had gathered his songs 
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at the side of camp-fires^ and in canteens at th« 
first section-house of a new railroad, and his 
original collection of baUads had had but few 
additions in sereral years. Mac Williams at first 
was shy, which was quite a new development, 
until he made them promise to laugh if they 
wanted to laugh, explaining that he would not 
mind that so much as he would the idea that 
he thought he was serious. 

The song of which he was especially fond was 
one called ^^He never cares to wander from 
his own Fireside," which was especially appro- 
priate in coming from a man who had visited 
almost every spot in the three Americas, ex- 
cept his home, in ten years. Mac Williams al- 
ways ended the evening's entertainment with 
this chorus, no matter how many times it hfiA 
been sung previously, and seemed to regard it 
with much the same veneration that the true 
Briton feels for his national anthem. 

The words of the chorus were : 

** He never cares to wander from his own fireiide, 
He never cares to wander or to roam. 
With his habies on his knee, 
He *B as happy as can be, 
For there 'a no place like Home^ Sweet Homa." 

MacWilliams loved accidentals, and what h« 
called ^^ barber-shop chords." He used a beau- 
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accidental at the word ^^ be," of which h# 
was very fond, and he used to hang on that 
note for a long time, so that those in the ex* 
treme rear of the hall, as he was wont to ex- 
plain, should get the full benefit of it. And it 
was his custom to emphasize ^^ for " in the last 
line bj speaking instead of singing it, and then 
coming to a full stop before dashing on again 
with the excellent truth that ^' there is NO place 
like Home, Sweet Home." 

The men at the mines used to laugh at him 
and his song at first, but they saw that it was 
not to be so laughed away, and that he regarded 
it with some peculiar sentiment. So they suf- 
fered him to sing it in peace. 

Mac Williams went through his repertoire to 
the unconcealed amusement of young Langham 
and Hope. When he had finished he asked 
Hope if she knew a comic song of which he had 
only heard by reputation. One of the men at 
the mines had gained a certain celebrity by 
claiming to have heard it in the States, but as 
he gave a completely new set of words to the 
tune of the "Wearing of the Green" as the 
true version, his veracity was doubted. Hope 
said she knew it, of course, and they all went 
into the drawing-room, where the men grouped 
theuAselves about the piano. It was a night 
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fhej remembered long afterward. Hope sat at 
the piano protesting and laughing, but singing 
the songs of which the new-comers had be- 
come so weary, but which the three men heard 
open-eyed, and hailed with shouts of pleasure. 
The others enjoyed them and their delight, as 
though they were people in a play expressing 
themselree in this extravagant manner for their 
entertainment, until they understood how por- 
erty-stricken their lives had been and that they 
were not only enjoying the music for itself, but 
because it was characteristic of all that they 
had left behind them. It was pathetic to heai 
them boast of having read of a certain song in 
such a paper, and of the fact that they knew 
the plot of a late comic opera and the names 
of those who had played in it, and that it had 
or had not been acceptable to the New York 
public. 

"Dear me,'* Hope would cry, looking oVer 
her shoulder with a despairing glance at her 
sister and father, " they don't even know ^ Tom- 
my Atkins!'" 

It was a very happy evening for them all, 

foreshadowing, as it did, a continuation of just 

such evenings. Young Langham was radiant 

with pleasure at the good account which Clay 

had given of him to his father, and Mr. Lan|^ 
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%Bm wsjB gratified, and proud of the manner in 
which his sou and heir had conducted himself ; 
and Mao Williams, who had never before been 
taken so simply and sincerely by people of a 
class that he had always held in humorous awe, 
felt a sudden accession of dignity, and an un- 
happy fear that when they laughed at what he 
said, it was because its sense was so utterly 
different from their point of view, and not be- 
cause they saw the humor of it. He did not 
know what the word ^^ snob ^ signified, and in 
his roughened, easy-going nature there was no 
touch of false pride; but he could not help 
thinking how surprised his people would be if 
they could see him, whom they regarded as a 
wanderer and renegade on the face of the earth 
and the prodigal of the family, and for that 
reason the best loved, leaning over a grand 
piano, while one daughter of his much-revered 
president played comic songs for his delecta' 
tion, and the other, who according to the news- 
papers refused princes daily, and who was the 
most wonderful creature he had ever seen, 
poured out his coffee and brought it to him 
with her own hands. 

The evening came to an end at last, and the 
new arrivals accompanied their visitors to the 

veranda as they started to their cabin far 
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Iho night. Clay was asking Mr« Langham when 
h^ wished to visit the mines, and the others were 
laughing over farewell speeches, when young 
Langham startled them all by hurrying down 
the length of the veranda and calling on them 
to follow. 

^Look!^ he cried, pointing down the inlet. 
<^ Here comes a man-of-war, or a yacht. Is n't 
she smart-looking ? What can she want here at 
this hour of the night? They won't let them 
land. Can you make her out, Mac Williams ?" 

A long, white ship was steaming slowly up 
the inlet, and passed within a few hundred feet 
of the cliff on which they were standing. 

•* Why, it *s the * Vesta * ! " exclaimed Hope, 
wonderingly. *^I thought she wasn't coming 
for a week ? " 

^ It can't be the * Vesta ' I " said the elder sis- 
ter ; ^ she was not to have sailed from Havana 
until to-day." 

*^ What do you mean ? " asked Langham. ^ Is 
it King's boat ? Do you expect him here ? Oh, 
what fun I I say, Clay, here 's the * Vesta,* Reggie 
King's yacht, and he 's no end of a sport. We can 
go all over the place now, and he can land us 
right at the door of the mines if we want to.*' 

^ Is it the King I met at dinner that night f 
asked Clay, turning to Miss Langham. 
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"^Tcs,"^ flhe said. *Be wanted tui to eooM 
down on the yacht, bat we thought the steamer 
would bo faster; so he sailed without us and 
was to llaye touched at Havana, but he has 
apparentlj changed his coarse. Doesn't she 
look like a phantom ship in the moonlight ? *^ 

Young Laagfaam tiiouglit he eould distiuguish 
King among the white figures on the bridge, and 
tossed his bat «id shouted, and a man in the 
stem a£ the yasht replied with a wave of his hand. 

^ That must be Mr. King,*' said Hope. " He 
did n*t bring any one with him, and he seems to 
be the onljr man aft'* 

They stood watohmg t&e yacht as she stopped 
widi a rattle of anchor-chains and a confusion 
o£ orders that came sharply across the water, 
and then the party separated and the thtee men 
walked down the bill, Langham eagerly assur- 
mgtiie other two that King was a very good sort, 
and telling them what a treasure-house his 
yacht was, and how he would have probably 
brought the latest papers, and that he would 
certainly givo a dance on board in their honon 

The men stood for some short time together, 

after they had reached the office, discussing the 

great evmts of the day, and then widi cheerful 

good-nighto disappeared mto their separate 

rooms. 
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An hour later Clay stood without his <co«t| 
•ad with a pen in bis hand, at HacWiUiams't 
bedside and shook him bjr the shonlder. 

^ I 'm not asleep,'* said Mao Williams, sitting 
ap ; ^' what is it ? What have you been doing? '' 
he demanded. *^ Not working ? ^ 

^ 13iere were some reports came in after we 
left," S£ud Clay, ^ and I find I will have to see 
Kirkland to-morrow morning. Send them word 
to nm me down on an engine at fire-thirty, will 
you? I am sorry to have to wake you, but I 
eonldn't remember in which shack that engi- 
neer lives.** 

Mac Williams jomped from his bed and began 
kidcing about tixe floor for his boots. ^Oh, 
that's all right,** he said. ^ I was n't asleep, I 
was just^'* he lowered his voice that Langham 
might not hear him through the canvas parti- 
tions — ^^ I was just lying awake playing dnets 
with Hke Presidenti and racmg for the Interna- 
tional Cup in my new Mutre4)oard yaeht. that 's 
all!" 

Mac Williams buttofoed a waterprooi oo»w over 
his pajamas and stamped his bare feet in);o his 
bovts. ''Oh) I tell you. Clay," he said with a 
grim chuckle, ^ we 're mixing right in wi& the 
four hundred, we are 1 I *m substitute and onder- 
fltady when anybody gets ilL We^re ri|^ im 
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•ur own class at last ! Pure amateurs with no 
professional record against us. Me and Presi- 
dent Langham, I guess f He struck a match 
and lit the smoky wick in a tin lantern. 

••But now/* he said, cheerfuilj, **m7 time 
being too valuable for me to sleep, I will go 
wake up that nigger engine-driyer and set his 
alarm clock at five-thirtj. Five-thirty, I believe 
you said. All right ; good-night.** And whist- 
ling cheerfully to himself MacWilliams disap- 
peared up the hill, his body hidden in the 
darkness and his legs showing fantastically in 
the light of the swinging lantern. 

Clay walked out upon the veranda and stood 
with his back to one of the pillars. MacWil- 
liams and his pleasantries disturbed and 
troubled him. Perhaps, sifter all, the boy was 
right. It seemed absurd, but it was true. They 
were only employees of Langham «- two of the 
thousands of young men who were working all 
over the United States to please him, to make 
him richer, to whom he was only a name and a 
power, which meant an increase of salary or the 
loss of place. 

Clay laughed and shrugged his shoulders. 
He knew that he was not in that class ; if he 
did good work it was because his self*respect 
demanded it of him ; he did not work for Lanir> 
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ham or the Olancho Mining Company (Limited^ 
And yet he turned with almost a feeling of 
resentment toward the white yacht lying calmly 
in magnificent repose a hundred yards from his 
. porch. 

He could see her as clearly in her circle of 
electric lights as though she were a picture and 
held in the light of a stereopticon on a screen. 
He could see her white decks, and the rails of 
polished brass, and the comfortable wicker 
chairs and gay cushions and flat coib of rope, 
and the tapering masts and intricate rigging. 
How easy it was made for some men ! This one 
had eome like the prince in the fairy tale on his 
magio carpet. If Alice Langham were to leare 
Valencia that next day, Clay could not follow 
her. He had his duties and responsibilities ; he 
was at another man's bidding. 

But this Prince Fortunatus had but to raise 
anchor and start in pursuit, knowing that he 
would be welcome wherever he found her. That 
was the worst of it to Clay, for he knew that 
men did not follow women from continent to 
continent without some assurance of a friendly 
greeting. Clay's mind went back to the dayi 
when he was a boy, when his father was absent 
fighting for a lost cause; when his mother 
taught in a little schoolhouse under the shadow 
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of Pike's Peak, and when Kit Carson was liia 
hero. He thought of the poverty of those days 
— poverty so mean and hopdeas that ic was 
almost something to feel shame for ; of the days 
that followed when, an orphan and withoat s 
home, he had sailed away from New Orleans t^ 
the Cape. How the mind of tiie mathematunaii^ 
which he had inherited from the Boston schsol- 
mistress, had been swayed by the spirit of the 
soldier, which he had inherited from his fa&er, 
and which led him from the mines of Sonfh 
Africa to little wars in Madagascar^ ^^gyp^ sad 
Algi^v. It bad been a Bfe as restleoi as the 
seaweed cm a rock.. Bat as he looked hwk to 
ita poor beginnings and admit1»d to himself its 
tater successes, he gave a si^ of contest, and 
Aakh^ off the mood stood np and paced the 
length of the veranda* 

He looked tip the hill to tlie low-roofied bnn* 
galow witti the palm4eaves about it, outlined 
against the sky, and as motionless as patterns 
ent in tin. He had built &at house. He 
had built it for her. That was her room 
where the light was shining out from the 
black bulk of the house about it like a star. 
And beyond the house he saw his five great 
aseuntains, the knuckles of tdie giant hand, with 
Its gamitlet of iron that ky shut and denehed 
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hi fbe faee of the sea that swept up whimpering 
before it Clay felt a boyish, foolish pride rise 
in his breast ae he looked toward the great 
mines ne bad dbcovered and opened, at the iron 
mountains tiiat were crumbling away before his 
touch. 

He turned his eyes again to the blazing yacht, 
and tills time tiiere was no trace of envy in 
ihem. He laughed instead, partly with pleasure 
at the thoughi of the struggle he scented in the 
air^ and partly at his own braggadoda 

'* I 'm not afraid/' he said, smiling, and shak- 
ing hb head Bt the white ship that loomed up 
like a man-of-war in the black waters. ^^I'm 
not afraid to fight you lor anything worth fight* 
ing lor.*' 

He bowed Us bared head in good-night toward 

the light on the hill, as he turned and walked 

back into his bedroom. ^ And I think," he mur- 

^ mured grimly, as he put out the light, *^ that 

she is worth fighting for." 
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Tn work which had called Clay to the mhiea 
kept him there for some time, and it was not 
imtil the third day after the arrival of the Lang- 
hams that he returned again to the Palms. On 
the afternoon when he climbed the hill to the 
bnngalow he foand the Langhams as he had 
left them, with the difference that King now 
occupied a place in the family circle. Clay was 
made so welcome, and especially so by King, 
that he felt rather ashamed of his sentiments 
toward him, and considered his three days of 
absence to be well repaid by the heartiness of 
their greeting. 

"For myself, •* said Mr. Langham, "I don't 
belieye yon had anything to do at the mines at 
alL I think you went away just to show us 
how necessary you are. But if you want me to 
make a good report of our resident director on 
my return^ you had better devote yourself less 
to the mines while you are here and more to 
us.'' Clay said he was glad to find that his 
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iuties were to be of so pleasant a nature, and 
asked them what they had seen and what they 
had done. 

They told him they had been nowhere, bat 
had waited for his return in order that he might 
act as their guide. 

^ Then you should see the city at once/' said 
Clay, ^ and I will hare the Tolante brought to the 
door, and we can all go in this afternoon. There 
is room for the four of you inMde, and I can sit 
on the box-seat with the driver." 

" No " said King, " let Hope or me sit on the 
box-seat. Then we can practise our Spanish on 
flie driver." 

** Not very well," Clay replied, " for the driver 

sits on the first horse, like a postilion. It *s a 

sort of tandem without reins. Have n't you seen 

it yet? We consider the volante our proudest 

exhibit** So Clay ordered the volante to be 

brought out, and placed them facing each other 

in the open carriage, while he climbed to the 

box-seat, from which position of vantage he 

pointed out and explained the objects of interest 

they passed, after the manner of a professional 

guide. It was a warm, beautiful afternoon, and 

the clear mists of the atmosphere intensified the i 

rich blue of the sky, and the brilliant colors of 

the houses, and the different shades- of green of 
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Che trees and bashes that luaied the hi^^road te 

the capital. 

^^To the right, as we descend/' said Clajr, 
speaking over bis shoulder, ^jou see a tin 
house. It is the home of the resident director 
of the Olancho Mining Company (Limited), and 
of his able lieutenants, Mr. Theodore Langham 
and Mr. Mac Williams. The building on the 
extreme left is the round-house, in which Mr. 
Mac Williams stores his three locomotive en* 
gines, and in the far middle-distance is Mr. 
Mac Williams himself in the act of repairing a 
water-tank. He is the one in a suit of blue 
overalls, and as his language at such times is 
free, we will drire rapidly on and not embarrass 
him. Besides," added the engineer, with the 
happy laugh of a boy who had been treated to a 
holiday, <* I am sure that I am not setting him 
the example of fixity to duty which he should 
expect from his chief." 

They passed between high hedges of Spanish 
bayonet^ and came to mud cabins thatched with 
palm-leaves, and alive with naked, little brown- 
bodied children, who laughed and cheered to 
them as they passed. 

** It 's a very beautiful country for t^e puehlo^^ 
was Clay's comment. ^^Different parts of the 
same tree furnish tiiem with food, shelter, and 
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dothingy asd the sun gives them fae1> and flit 
Goyenunent changes so often that they etm 
alvrays dodge the tax-collector." 

Fron» the mnd cabins thej came to more 
substantial one-story houses of adobe, with liis 
walls painted in two distinct colors, blue, pink, 
or yellow, with red-tiled roofs, and the names 
with which they had been christened m bold 
black letters abore the entrances. Then the 
carriage rattled over paved streets, and they 
drove between hoases of two stories painte^t 
more deccHrously in pink and light blue, with 
wide-open windows, guarded by heavy bars of 
finely wrought iron and ornamented with scroll- 
work in stucco. The principal streets wert 
given up to stores and caf^s, all wide open to 
the pavement and protected from the sun by 
brilliantly striped awnings, and gay with the 
national colors of Olancho in flags and streamtnk 
In front of them sat officers in uniform, and thm 
dark-skinned dandies of Valencia, in white duck 
suits and Panama hats, toymg with tortoise- 
shell canes, which could be converted, iS the 
^Kscasion demanded, into blades of Toledo steeL 
In the streets were priests and bare-legged 
mule-drivers, and ragged ranchmen with red- 
eaped cloaks hanging to their sandals, and n^ 
gro women, with bare shoulders and long trains, 
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rending lottery tickets and rolling huge cigars 
between their lips. It was an old story to Clay 
and King, but none of the others had seen a 
Spanish- American city before ; they were famil- 
iar with the Far East and the Mediterranean, 
but not with the fierce, hot tropics of their sis- 
ter continent, and so their eyes were wide open, 
and they kept calling continually to one another 
to notice some new place or figure. 

They m their turn did not escape from notice 
or comment. The two sisters would have been 
conspicuous anywhere — in a queen^s drawing- 
room or on an Indian reserTation. Theirs was 
a type that the caballeros and seftoritas did not 
know. With them dark hair was always asso- 
ciated with dark complexions, the rich duskiness 
of which was always Tulgarized by a coat of 
powder, and this fair blending of pink and white 
skin under masses of black hair was strangely 
new, so that each of the few women who were 
to be met on the street turned to look after 
the carriage, while the American women ad- 
mired their mantillas, and felt that the straw 
sailor-hats they wore had become heavy and 
onfeminine. 

Clay was very happy in picking out what was 
most characteristic and picturesque, and every 
street into which he directed the driver to takt 
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them seemed to possess soms building or moB»* 
ment that was of peculiar interest. They di4 
not know that he had mapped out this rid« 
manj times before, and was taking them over 
a route which he had abeadj travelled with them 
in imagination. Eing knew what the capital 
would be like before he entered it, from his 
experience of other South American cities, but 
he acted as though it were all new to him, and 
allowed Clay to explain, and to give the reason 
for those features of the place that were unusual 
and characteristic. Clay noticed this and ap- 
pealed to him from time to time, when he was 
in doubt; but the other only smiled back and 
shook his head, as much as to say, ^^This is 
your city ; they would rather licar about it from 
you." 

Clay took them to the principal shops, where 
the two girls held whispered consultations over 
lace mantillas, which tLej had at once deter- 
mined to adopt, and bought the gorgeous paper 
fans, covered with brilliant pictures of bull- 
fighters in suits of silver tinsel ; and from these 
open stores he led them to a dingy little shop, 
where there was old sUver and precious hand« 
painted fans of mother-of-peail that had been 
pawned by &milies who had risked and lost all 
in soms revolution ; and then to another shop, 
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where twe old maiden ladies made a partica- 
lariy good guara; and to tobacconists, where 
flw men bought a few of the native ctgai's, 
which, as they were a monopoly of the Gov- 
emmenty were as bad as Government monopo- 
lies always are. 

Clay felt a sudden fondness for the city, so 
frateful was he to it for entertaining her as it 
did^ and for putting its best front forward for 
her delectation. He wanted to thank some one 
for building the quaint old convent^, with its 
y«Uow walls washed to an orange tint, and 
black in spots with dampness; and for the 
foantain covered with green moss that stood 
before its gate, and around which were gath- 
ex)ed the girk and women of the ndghborhood 
with red water^jars on their shoulders, and little 
donkeys buried under stacks of yellow sugar- 
cane, and the negro drivers of the city's green 
water-cartSy and the blue wagons that carried 
the manufactured ice. Toward five o^clock they 
decided to spend the rest of the day in the city, 
and to telephone for the two boys to join them 
at La Yenns, the great restaurant on ihe plaza, 
whose Clay had invited tliem to dine. 

fie suggested that they should fill out the 

time meanwhile by a call on the President, and 

alter a fleareh for cards in various poeketbooksi 
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fliey drove to the Goyeinment palue, wllioh ftooi 
in an open square in ttie heart of the city'. 

As tiiey arrived the President and his wife 
were leaving for their afternoon drive on the 
Alameda, the fashionable parade-gronnd of the 
city, and the state carriage and a sqnad of 
cavalry appeared from the side of the palaet 
as the visitors drove up to the entrance* 
But at the sight of Clav, General Alvarez and 
his wife retreated to the honse again and made 
them welcome. The President led the men into 
his reception-room and entertained them with 
champagne and cigarettes^ not manafactured by 
his Government; and his wife, after first con> 
ducting the girls through the state drawing- 
room, where the late sunlight shone gloomily 
on strange old portraits of assassinated presi 
dents and victorious generals, and garish yellow 
silk furniture, brought them to her own aparfr 
ments, and gave them tea after a civilized fash- 
ion, and fiiiowed them how glad she wap to see 
some one of her own world again. 

During their cdiort visit Madame Alvarez 
talked a greater part of the time herself, ad- 
dressing what she said to Miss Langham, Iral 
looking at Hope. It was unusual for Hope to 
be singled out in this way when her sister was 
present^ and both thm sisters noticed ft and 
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•poke of it afterwards. They thought Madame 
Alvarez yerj beautiful and distinguished-look- 
iBg, and she impressed them, even after that 
short knowledge of her, as a woman of great 
force of character. 

"She was very well dressed for a Spanish 
woman/' was Miss Langham's comment, later 
in the afternoon. *^ But everything she had on 
was just a year behind the fashions, or twelve 
steamer days behind, as Mr. Mac Williams puts 
it.*' 

^ She reminded me/' said Hope, ** of a black 
panther I saw once in a circus.'' 

" Dear me ! " exclaimed the sister, " I don't 
see that at all. Why?" 

Hope said she did not know why ; she was 
not given to analyzing her impressions or offer* 
ing reasons for them. ^ Because the panther 
looked so unhappy," she explained, doubtfully, 
" and restless ; and he kept pacing up and down 
all the time, and hitting his head against the 
bars as he walked as though he liked the pain. 
Madame Alvarez seemed to me to be just like 
that — as though she were shut up somewhere 
and wanted to be free." 

When Madame Alvarez and the two sisters 
had joined the men, they all walked together to 
the terrace, and the visitors waited until the 
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Prandent and Ub wife should tak« their depan* 
tut. Hope noticed, in advance of the escort of 
nattye cayalry^ an auburn-haired, fair-ekinned 
jonng nuiQ who was sitting an English saddla. 
The officer's eyes were blue and f rank and at* 
tractive-looking, even as thej then were fixed 
dbead of him with a military lack of exprei^ 
sion ; bat he came to life very suddenly when 
the President called to him, and prodded hit 
horse up to the steps and dismounted. He was 
Introduced by Alvarez as ^ Captain Stuart of my 
household troops, late of the Oordon High- 
ibnders. Saptain Stuart,'* said the President, 
laying his hand afiFectionately on the younger 
man's epaulette, ^ takes care of my life and the 
safety of my home and family. He could have 
the command of the army if he wished ; but no, 
he is fond of us, and he tells me we are in more 
need of protection from our friends at home 
than from our enemies on the frontier. Perhaps 
he knows best I trust him, Mr. Langham,'' 
added the President, solemnly^ ^ as I trust no 
other man in all this country •'' 

^ I am very glad to meet Captain Stuart, I am 
sure," said Mr. Langham, smiling, and appreci- 
ating how the shyness of the Englishman must 
be suffering under the praises of the Spaniard. 
And Stuart was indeed so embarrassed that ha 
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flndied under his tan, and assnred Clay, while 
■haking hands with them all, that he was 
delighted to make his acquaintance; at which 
the others laughed, and Stuart came to himself 
Bufficientlj to laugh with them, and to accept 
Clay's invitation to dine with them later. 

They found the two boys waiting in the caf^ 
of the restaurant where they had arranged to 
meet, and they ascended the steps together to 
the table on the balcony that Clay had reserved 
for them. 

The young engineer appeared at his best as 
host. The responsibility of seeing that a half- 
dozen others were amused and content sat well 
upon him ; and as course followed course, and 
the wines changed, and the candles left the 
rest of the room in darkness and showed only 
the table and the f zees around it, they all be* 
eame rapidly more merrj and the conversation 
intimately familiar. 

Clay knew the kind of tabl^talk to which the 
Langhams were accustomed, and used the mate- 
rial around his table in such a way that the talk 
there was vastly different. From King he drew 
forth tales of the buried cities he had first 
explored, and then robbed of their ugliest idols. 
He urged MacWilliams to tell carefully edited 

itories of life along the Ohagres before the 8can« 
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tal etmo, and of fhe f astnesseB of the Andes ; 
and eren Stuart grew braver and remembered 
** something of the same sort '* he had seen at 
Fort Nilt, bx Upper Burma. 

•* Of course," was Clay's comment at the con- 
clusion of one of these narratives, *^ being an 
Englishman, Stuart left out the point of tht 
story, which was that he blew in the gates ol 
the fort with a charge of dynamite. He got a 
D. S. 0. for doing it." 

'* Being an Englishman," said Hope, smiling 
encouragingly on the conscious Stuart, ^^ he nat- 
urally would leave that out." 

Mr. Langham and his daughters formed au 
eager audience. Tiicy had never before met a« 
one table three men who had known such expe- 
riences, and who spoke of them as though they 
must be as familiar in the lives of the others as 
in their own — men who spoiled in the telling 
stories that would have furnished incidents for 
melodramas, and who impressed their hearers 
more with what they left unsaid, and what was 
only suggested, than what in their view was the 
most important point. 

The dinner came to an end at last, and Mr. 

Langham proposed that they should go down 

and walk with the people in the plaza ; but his 

two daughters preferred to remain as spectators 
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itt« the balcony, and Clay and Stuart stayed 
with them. 

^At lastt*' sighed Clay, under his breath, 
seating himself at Miss Langham's side as she 
sat leaning forward with her arms upon the rail* 
ing and looking down into the plaza below. 
She made no sign at first that she had heard 
him^ but as the yoices of Stuart and Hope rose 
from the otiier end of tlie balcony she turned 
her head and asked, *^ Why at last ? " 

^ Oh, you could n't understand,'' laughed Clay. 
^ You have not been looking forward to just one 
thing and then had it come true. It is the only 
thing that ever did come true to me, and I 
thought it never would." 

*' You douH try to make me understand,'' said 
the girl, smiling, but without turning her 
eyes from the moving spectacle below her. 
Clay considered her challenge silently. He did 
not know just how much it might mean from 
her, and the smile robbed it of all serious in* 
tent; so he, too, turned and looked down into 
the great square below them, content, now that 
she was alone with him, to take his time. 

At one end of the plaza the Presidents band 
was playing native waltzes that came throbbing 
through the trees and beating softly above the 
rustling skirts and clinking spurs of the seB* 
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#ritas and officers, sweeping by in two opposite 

circles around the edges of tlie tessellated patd- 

ments. Above the palms arornd the square 

arose the dim^ white facade of the cathedral, 

with the bronze statue of Andue a, the liberator 

of Olancho, who answered wit^ his upraised 

arm and cocked hat the cheers of an imaginary ^ 

populace. Clay's had been an unobtrusive part 

in the evening's entertainment, but he saw that 

the others had been pleased, and felt a certain 

satisfaction in thinking that King himself could 

not have planned and carried out a dinner more 

admirable in every way. He was gratified that 

they should know him to be not altogether a 

barbarian. But what he best liked to remember 

was that whenever he had spoken she had liih 

tened, even when her eyes were turned away and 

she was pretending to listen to someone elsa 

He tormented himself by wondering whether 

this was because he interested her only as a 

new and strange character, or whether she felt 

in some way how eagerly he was seeking her 

approbation. For the first time in his life he 

found himself considering what he was about to 

say^ and he suited for her possible liking. It 

was at least some satisfaction that she had, if 

only for the time being, singled him out as of 

especial interest, and he assured himself that the 
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lk« It would be his if her interest failed. He no 
longer looked on himself as an outsider. 

Stuart's voice arose from the farther end of 
the balcony^ where the white figure of Hope 
showed dimlj in the darkness* 

^^ They are talking about you over there/' said 
Miss Langham, turning toward him* 

"Well, I don't mind," answered Clay, **a8 
long as tliey talk about me — over there.'* 

Miss Langham shook her head. "You are 
very frank and audacious," she replied, doubt- 
fully, " but it is rather pleasant as a change." 

"I don't call that audacious, to say I don't 
want to be interrupted wlien I am talking to you. 
Aren't the men you meet generally audacious?" 
he asked. "I can see why not -«» though," he 
continued, " you awe them." 

"I can't think that's a nice way to affect 
people/' protested Miss Langham, after a pause. 
" 1 don't awe you, do I ? " 

" Oh, you affect me in many different ways," 
returned Clay, cheerfully. "Sometimes I am 
very much afraid of you, and then again my feel* 
ings are only those of unlimited admiration.'* 

"There, again, what did I tell you?" said 
Miss Langham. 

" Well, I can't help doing that," said Clay. 
^ That is one of the few privileges that is left 
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to a man in mj position — it doesn't matter 
what I saj. That is the advantage of being ot 
no account and hopelessly detrimental. The 
eligible men of the world, you see, have to h% 
so yerj careful. A Prime Minister, for instance, 
can't talk as he wishes, and call names if he 
wants to, or write letters, even. Whatever be 
says is so important, because he says it, that 
he must be very discreet. I am so unimpoiv 
tant that no one minds what I say, and so I say 
it. It 's the only comfort I have." 

^Aite yon in the liabit of going around the 
world saying whatever you choose to every wo- 
man you happen to-*to— ** Miss Langham 
hesitated. 

** To admire very much,^ suggested Clay. 

^ To meet,'' corrected Miss Langham. ^ Be- 
cause, if you are, it is a very dangerous and 
selBsh practice, and I think your theory of non* 
responsibility is a very wicked one." 

" Well, I would n't say it to a child," mused 
Clay, ^ but to one who must have heard it be* 
fore—" 

^ And who, you think, would like to hear it 
again, perhaps," interrupted Miss Langham. 

"No, not at all," said Clay. « I don't say it 
to give her pleasure, but because it gives um 
pleasure to say what I think." 
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** B we are to coatinue good friends, Hr* 
Claj,** said Misa Langbam, in decisiye tones, 
*^ we mnst keep our relationship on more of a 
social and less of a personal basis. It was all 
rery well that first night I met you/' she went 
on, in a kindly tone. ^ You rushed in then and 
by a sort of tour deforce made me think a great 
deal about myself and also about you. Your 
stories of cherished photographs and distant 
devotion and all that were very interesting; 
bat now we are to be together a great deal, and 
if we are to talk about ourselves all the time, I 
for one shall grow very tired of it. As a matter 
«f fact you don't know what your feelings are 
concerning me, and until you do we will talk 
less about them and more about the things you 
are certain of. When are you going to take us 
to the mines, for instance, and who was Andu- 
ella, the Liberator of Olancho, on that ped- 
estal over there ? Now, is n*t that much more 
instructive ? " 

Olay smiled grimly and made no answer, but 
sat with knitted brows looking out across the 
trees of the plaza. His face was so serious and 
lie was apparently giving such earnest ooosider* 
ation to what she had said that Miss Lang^ani 
Mt an uneasy sense of remorse. And, more- 

•ver, the young man's profile, as he sat lookiof 
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away from her, was yery fine, and /lie oead on 
his broad shoolders waB as well-m/ielled as the 
head of an Athenian statue. Ltr'iss Langham 
was not insensible to beauty of any sort, and 
she regarded the profile with perplexity and 
with a softening spirit. 

*<You understand," she said, gently, being 
quite certain that sLs did not understand this 
new order of young man herself. ^^You are 
not offended with me ? " she asked. 

Clay turned and frowned, and then smiled in 
a puzzled way and stretched out his hand toward 
che equestrian statue in the plaza. ^^Andulla 
or Anduella, the Treaty*Maker, as they call him, 
was bom in 1700," he taid; ^^he was a most 
picturesque sort of a chai>, and freed this coun* 
try from the yoke of Spain. One of the stories 
they tell of him gives you a good idea of his 
character/' And so, without any change of 
expression or reference to what had just passed 
between them. Clay continued through the re- 
mainder of their stay on the balcony to dis- 
course in humorous, graphio phrases on the 
history of Olancho, its heroes, and its rerolu- 
tions, the buccaneers and pirates of the old 
days, and the concession-hunters and filibusters 
* «f the present It was some time before Miss 
Langham was able to give him her full atteii' 
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tion, for she was considering whether he conM 
be so foolish as to have taken offence at what 
she said, and whether he would speak of it 
again, and in wo|>decing whether a personal 
basis for conver^tion^^ils not, after all, more 
^ entertaining tnan anecdotes of the victories and 
neroism of dead and buried Spaniards. 

'^ That Captain Stuart," said Hope to her sis- 
ter, as they drove home together through the 
moonlight, ^^ I like him very much, fle seems 
to have such a simple idea of what is right and 
good. It is like a child talking. Why, I am 
really much older than he is in everything but 
years — why is that ? " 

^' I suppose it 's because we always talk before 
you as though you were a grown-up person," 
said her sister. ^^ But I agree with you about 
Captain Stuart; only, why is he down here? 
If he is a gentleman, why is he not in his own 
army ? Was he forced to leave it ?** 

^^ Oh, he seems to have a very gooi position 
here," said Mr. Langham. <^In England, at 
his age, he would be only a second-lieutenant. 
Don't you remember what the President said» 
that he would trust him with the command of 
his army ? That 's certainly a responsible posi- 
tion, and it shows great confidence in hiuL" 

^Not so great, it seems to me," said King» 
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earelessljy ^ as he is showing him in making 
him the guardian of his hearth and home. Did 
70U hear what he said to-day t ^ He guards my 
home and my family/ I don't think a man's 
home and family are among the things he can 
afford to leave to the protection of stray Eng- 
lish subalterns. From all I hear, it would be 
better if President Alvarez did less plotting and 
protected his own house himself." * 

*^The young man did not strike me as the 
sort of person," said Mr. Langham, warmly, 
* who would be likely to break his word to the 
man who is feeding him and slieltering him, 
•nd whose uniform he wears. I don't think 
the President's home is in any danger from 
witLIa. Madame Alvarez — " 

Clay turned suddenly in his place on the box- 
seat of the carriage., where he had been sitting, 
a silent, misty statud in the moonlight, and 
peered down on those in the carriage below him. 

^ Madame Alvarez needs no protection, as you 
were about to say, Mr. Langham," he inter- 
rupted, quickly. "Those who know her could 
say nothing against her, and those who do not 
know her would not so far forget themselves as 
to dare to do it. Have you noticed the effect 
of the moonlight on the walls of tlie convent ? " 
he continued, gently. "It makes them quite 
white.** 
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''No,** exclaimed Mr. Langhaui and Kingi 
hurriedly, as they both turned and gazed with 
absorbing interest at the convent on the hills 
above them* 

Before the sisters went to sleep that night 
Hope came to the door of her sister's room and 
watched Alice admiringly as she sat before the 
mirror brushing out her hair. 

'^I think it's going to be fine down here; 
don't you, Alice f* she asked. ** Everything 
is so different from what it is at home, and so 
beautiful, and I like the men we *ve met Is n't . 
that Mr. Mac Williams funny— and he is so 
tough. And Captain Stuart — it is a pity he 's 
shy. The only thing he seems to be able to talk 
about is Mr. Clay. He worships Mr. Clay ! ** 

•• Yes,** assented her sister, " I noticed on the 
balcony that you seemed to have found some 
way to make him speak.** 

^ Well, that was it. He likes to talk about Mr. 
Clay, and I wanted to listen. Oh ! he is a fine 
man. He has done more exciting things —*** 

" Who t Captain Stuart ? ** 

"No— Mr. Clay. He's been in three real 
wars and about a dozen little ones, and he's 
built thousands of miles of railroads, I don't 
know how many thousands, but Captain Stuart 
knows ; and he built the highest bridge in Perur 

124 



Soldiers of Fortune 

(tsmngB in the air across a chasm, and it 
rocks when the wind blows. And the German 
Emperor made him a Baron.'^ 

«Whyf*' 

'^I don't know. I couldn't understand. It 
was something about plans for* fortifications. 
He, Mr. Claj, put up a fort in the harbor of Bio 
Janeiro during a revolution, and the officers on a 
German man-of-war saw it and copied the plans, 
and the Germans built one just like it, only 
larger, on the Baltic, and when the Emperor 
* found out whose design it was, he sent Mr. Clay 
the order of something-or-other, and made him 
a Baron." 

" Really ,*• exclaimed the elder sister, ** is n^t 
he afraid that some one will marry him for his 
title?'' 

^Oh, well, you can laugh, but I think it's 
pretty fine, and so does Ted," added Hope, with 
the air of one who propounds a final argument. 

**0h, I beg your pardon," laughed Alice. 
^If Ted approves we must all go down and 
worship." 

<*And father, too," continued Hopo. •'He 
said he thought Mr, Clay was one of the most 
remarkable men for his years that he had ever 
met." 

Miss Langham's eyes wero hidden bj tiM 
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masses of her black hair that the had shaken 
over her face, and she said nothing. 

^ And I liked the way he shut Reggie King 
np too/' continued Hope, stoutly, ^ when he and 
father were talking thai way about Madame 
Alvarez." 

" Yes, upon my word,** exclaimed her sister, 
impatiently tossing her hair back over her 
shoulders, "I really cannot see that Madame 
Alvarez is in need of any champion* I thought 
Mr, Clay made it very much worse by rushing in 
the way he did. Why should he take it upon 
himself to correct a man as old as my father ? " 

^I suppose because Madame Alvarez is a 
friend of his,** Hope answered. 

*^My dear child, a beautiful woman can always 
find some man to take her part," said Miss 
Langhanu *^ But I 've no doubt," she added, 
rising and kissing her sister good-night, ^^ that 
he is all that your Captain Stuart thinks him ; 
but he is not going to keep us awake any longer, 
is he, even if he does show such gallant interest 
in old ladies ?" 

^^Old ladies!** exclaimed Hope in amazement. 
^ Why, Alice I ** 

But her sister only laughed and waved her 
ont of the room, and Hope walked away frown- 
ing in much perplexity. 
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Thb yisit to flie 01(7 was imitated on the ttuee 
succeeding evenings by similar excursions. On 
one night they returned to the plaza, and the 
otlier two were spent in drifting down the har- 
bor and along the coast on King's yacht. The 
President and Madame Alvarez were King^s 
guests on one of these moonlight excursions, 
and were saluted by the proper number of guns^ 
and their native band played on the forward 
deck. Clay felt that King held the centre of 
the stage for the time being, and obliterated 
himself completely. He thought of his own 
paddle-vheel tug-boat that he had had painted 
and gilded in her honor, and smiled grimly. 

Mac Williams approached him as he sat lean- 
ing back on the rail and looking up, with the 
eye of a man who bad served before tiie mast, at 
the laoe-work of spars and \igging above him. 
Mac Williams came toward him on tiptoe and 
dropped carefully into a wicker chdr. ** There 
dcoL^t seem to be any door-mats on this boat/ 
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he said. ''In every other respect she seems 
fitted out quite complete; all ^e latest maga- 
zines and enamelled bath-tubs, and Chinese 
waiter-boys with cock-tails up their sleeves. But 
there ought to be a mat at the top of each of 
those stairways that hang over the side, other- 
wise some one is sure to soil the deck. Have 
yon been down in the engine-room yet 2** he 
asked. ^ Well, don't go, then/' he advised, sol- 
emnly. '^ It will only make you feel badly. I 
have asked the Admiral if I can send those half- 
breed engine drivers over to-morrow to show 
them what a clean engine-room looks like. I 've 
just been talking to the chief. His name 's Mac< 
llenzie, and I told him I was Scotch myself, and 
be said it ' was a greet pleesure ' to find a gentle- 
man so well acquainted with the movements of 
machinery. He thought I was one of King's 
friends, I guess, so I did n't tell him I pulled a 
lever for a living myself. I gave him a cigar 
though, and he said ^ Thankee, sir,' and touched 
his cap to me." 

MacWilliams chuckled at the recollection, and 
crossed his legs comfortably. ^^One of King's 
cigars, too," he said. '^ Real Havana ; he leaves 
them lying around loose in the cabin. Have 
you had one ? Ted Langham and I took about a 
box between us." 
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Clay made no answer, and MacWilliama aet» 
tied himself contentedly in the great wicker 
ahair and puffed grandly on a huge cigar* 

^ It *s demoralizing, is n't it t " he said at last 

••What! •• asked Clay, absently. 

^Oh, this associating with white people again, 
as we 're doing now. It spoils you for tortillas 
and rice, does n't it ? It *s going to be great fun 
while it lasts, but when they've all gone, and 
Ted 'a gone, too, and the yacht 's yanished, and 
we fall back to tramping around the plaza twice 
a week, it won't be gay, will it ? No ; it won't be 
gay. We 're having the spree of 'our lives now, 
I guess, but there 's gohig to be a difference in 
the morning.'* 

^Oh, it's worth a headache, I think,'' said 
Clay, as he shrugged his shoulders and walked 
awEy to find Miss Langham. 

The day set for the visit to the mines rose 
bright and clear. MaoWilliams had rigged out 
hia single passenger-car with rugs and cushions, 
and flags flew from its canvas top that flapped 
and billowed in the wind of the slow-moving 
train. Their observation-car, as MaoWilliams 
termed it, was placed in front of the locomotive, 
and 'they were pushed gently along the narrow 
rails between forests of Manaca palms, and 
thriogh swamps and jungles, and at times over 
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the limeBtone formation along the coast, where 
the wares dashed as high as the smoke-stack 
of the locomotive, covering the excursionists 
with a sprinkling of white spray. Thousands 
of land-crabSy painted red and black and yellow, 
scrambled with a rattle like dead men's bones 
across the rails to be crushed by the hundreds 
under the wheels of the Juggernaut ; great liz- 
ards ran from sunny rocks at the sound of their 
approach, and a deer bounded across the trucks 
fifty feet in front of the cow-catcher. MacWil- 
liams escorted Hope out into the cab of the ^ 

locomotive, and taught her how to increase and 
slacken the speed of the engine, until she 
showed an unruly desire to throw the lever open 
altogether and shoot them off the rails into the 
ocean beyond. 

Clay sat at the back of the car with Miss 
Langham, and told her and her father of the ^ 

dif&culties with which young Mac Williams had 
had to contend. Miss Langham found her chief 
pleasure in noting the attention which her father 
gave to all that Clay had to tell him. Knowing 
her father as she did, and being familiar witli 
his manner toward other men, she knew that he 
was treating Clay with unusual consideration. j 

And this pleased her greatly, for it justified her 

own interest in him. She regarded Clay as a 
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diBCoyery of her own, but she was glad to haT» 
her opinion of him shared by others. 

Their coming was a great event in the his* 
tory of the mines. Kirkland, the foreman, and 
Chapman, who handled the dyimmite, Weimer, 
the Oonsnl, and the native doctor, who cared 
for the fever-stricken and the casualties, were aH 
at the station to meet them in the whitest of white 
duck and with a bunch of ponies to carry them 
on their tour of inspection, and the village of 
mud-cabms and zinc-huts that stood clear of the 
bare sun-baked earth on whitewashed wooden 
piles was as clean as Clay's hundred policemen 
could sweep it. Mr. Langham rode in advance 
of the cavalcade, and the head of each of the 
different departmente took his turn in riding at 
his side, and explained what had been done* and 
showed him the proud result The village was 
empty, except for the families of the native 
workmen and the ownerless dogs, the scaven- 
ger oi the colony, that snarled and barked and 
ran leaping in front of the ponies' heads. 

Rising abruptly above the zinc village, lay the 
first of the five great hills, with its open front 
cut into great terraces, on which the men clung 
like files on the side of a wall, some of them in 
groups around an opening, or in couples pound- 
ing a steel bar that a fellow-workBum turned in 
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bis bare hands, while others gathered aboat tin 
panting steam-drills that shook the solid rock 
with fierce, short blows, and hid the men about 
them in a throbbing curtain of steam. Self* 
important little dummy-engines, dragging l#ng 
trains of ore-cars, rolled and rocked on the an- 
•Ten surface of the ground, and swung around 
comers with warning screeches of their whistles. 
They could see, on peaks outlined against the 
sky, the signal-men waving their red flags, and 
then plunging down the mountain side out of 
danger, as the earth rumbled and shook and 
Tomited out a shower of stones and rubbish into 
the calm hot air. It was a spectacle of desper- 
ate actiyity and puzzling to the uninitiated, for 
it seemed to be scattered over an unlimited ex- 
tent, with no head nor direction, and with each 
man, or each group of men, working alone, fike 
rag-pickers on a heap of ashes. 

After the first half-hour of curious interest 
Hiss Langham admitted to herself that she was 
disappointed. She confessed she had hoped tha 
Clay would explain the meaning of the mines to 
her, and act as her escort over the mountains 
which he was blowing into pieces. 

But it was King, somewhat bored by the 
ceaseless noise and heat, and her brother, inoo- 
/berently enthusiastic, who rode at her side, wlub 
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Clay moved on iu adyance and seemed to have 

forgotten her existence. She watched him 

pointing up at the openings in the mountains 

and down at the ore-road, or stooping to pick 

up a piece of ore from the ground in cow* 

boj fashion, without leaving his saddle, and 

pounding it on the pommel before he passed it 

to the others. And, again, he would stand for 

minutes at a time up to his boot-tops in the 

sliding waste, with his bfidle rein over his arm 

and his thumbs in his belt, listening to what his 

lieutenants were saying, and glancing quickly 

from them to Mr. Langham to see if he were 

following the technicalities of their speech. All 

of the men who had welcomed the appearance 

of the women on their arrival with such obvi- 

oua delight and with so much embarrassment 

seraned now as oblivious of their presence as 

Clay himself. 

Miss Langham pushed her horse up into t^a 

group beside Hope, who had kept her pony close 

at Clay's side from the beginning; but she could 

not make out what it was they were saying, and 

no ene seemed to think it necessary to explain. 

She caught Clay's eye at last and smiled brightly 

at kim ; but, after staring at her for fully a min« 

ntO» until Eirkland had finished speaking, she 

heard him say, '^ Yes, that 's it exactly ; in open* 
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face workings there is no other way,** and so 
showed her that he had not been even conscious 
of her presence. But a few minutes later she 
saw him look up at Hope, folding his arms 
across his chest tightly and shaking his head. 
^'You see it was the only thing to do," she 
heard him say, as though he were defending 
some coarse of action, and as though Hope 
were one of those who must be convinced. ^'If 
we had cut the opening ' on the first level, there 
was the danger of the whole thing sinking 
in, so we had to begin to clear away at the top 
and work down. That's why I ordered the 
bucket-trolley. As it turned out, we saved 
money by it." 

Hope nodded her head slightly. "That's 
what I told father when Ted wrote us about it," 
she said; "but you haven't done it at Mount 
Washington." 

"Oh, but it's like this, Miss — " Kirkland 
replied, eagerly. " It 's because Washington is 
a solider foundation. We can cut openings all 
over it and thev won't cave, but this hill is 
most all rubbish ; it 's the poorest stuff in the 
mines." 

Hope nodded her head again and crowded her 

pony on after the moving group, but her sister 

and King did not follow. King looked at her 
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tnd smiled. *^Hope is very enthusiastic/' h% 
said. " Where did she pick it up ? '* 

^ Oh, she and father used to go over it in his 
study last winter after Ted came down here,** 
Miss Langham answered , with a touch of im- 
patience in her tone. ^^ Is n't there some place 
where we can go to get out of this heat ? " 

Weimer, the Consul heard her and led her 
back to Kirkland's bungalow, that hung like an 
eagle's nest from a projecting cliff. From its 
porch they could look 6f>wn the valley over the 
greater part of the mines, and beyond to where 
the Caribbean Sea lay flashing in the heat. 

"I saw very few Americans down there, 
Weimer," said King. *<I thought Clay had 
imported a lot of them." 

'< About three hundred altogether, wild Irish* 
men and negroes," said the Consul; *^but we 
use the native soldiers chiefly. They can stand 
the climate better, and, besides," he added, 
^^ they act as a reserve in case of trouble. They 
are Mendoza's men, and Clay is trying to win 
them away from him." 

" I don't understand," said King. 

Weimer looked around him and waited until 

Kirkland's servant had deposited a tray full of 

bottles and glasses on a table near them, and 

had departed. '' The talk is," he said, <' that 
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Alvarez means to proclaim a dictatorship in fait 
own favor before tiie spring elections. Yom've 
heard of that, have n't you ? '' King shook his 
head. 

^^ Ohy tell ns abont it,** said Miss Langham ; *< I 
should so like to be in plots and conspiraciea^' 

"Well, they're rather common down heme," 
continued the Consul, "but this one ought to 
interest you especially, Hiss Langham, becMse 
it is a woman who is at the head of it. Mudwne 
Alvarez, you know, was the Countess Manueieta 
Hernandez before her marriage. She belongs 
to one of the oldest families in Spain. AlvaKz 
married her in Madrid, when he was Minister 
there, and when he returned to run for Pimi- 
dent, she came with him. She's a trenen- 
dously am()itious woman, and they do say tfhe 
wants to convert the republic into a monar^iyy 
and make her husband King, or, more properly 
speaking, make herself Queen. Of course that 's 
absurd, but she is supposed to be plotting to 
turn Olancho into a sort of dependency of Spain* 
as it was long ago, and that's why she ia M 
unpopular." 

"Indeed?" interrupted Miss Langham, ^^I 
did not know that she was unpopular." 

"Oh, rather. Why, her party is called the 

Royalist Party already, and only a week befdit 

186 



Soldiers of Fortune 

JOB came ilia Ltberala plastered Ibe city wUk 
iiBiinoiatoly plaearda against her^ ealling «• 
Iha peopla to drive ker out of the oomitiy.'' 

^What cowards — to fight a woman!'' «z« 
fliaimed ICss Langham. 

M Well, she began it first, yon see/' said tlis 
Oonsnl. 

•« Who is the leader of the fic^ against her ?*" 
adcedKing. 

« General Mendoza; he is commander-in* 
chief and has the greater part of the army with 
him, bnt the other candidate, old General Bejaa, 
is the popnlar choice and the best of tlie three. 
He is Vice-President now, and if the people 
were ever given a fair chance to vote for the 
man they want, he wonld nnqaestionably be the 
next President The mass of the people are aiok 
of revolutions. They've had enough ef them, 
but they will have to go throogb another before 
long, and if it turns against Dr. Alvares, I 'm 
afraid Mr. Langham will have hard work to hold 
these mines. Yon see, Mendoza has already 
threatened to seize the whole plant and torn it 
into a Government monopoly." 

^ And if the other one. General Bpjas, gets 
taito power, will he seize the mines, too?" 

*No, he is honest, strange to relate," lan|^ied 
Weisser, ^hat he won't get in. Alvam wiD 
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mako himself dictator,, or Mendoza will make 
Umaelf President. That 's why Olajr treats the 
•oldiers here so well. He thinks he may need 
them against Hendoza. Yon may be turning 
yonr salnting-gun on the city yet, Oonunodore/' 
he added, smiling, '^or, what is more likely, 
you 'U need the yacht to take Miss Langham and 
the rest of the fkmily out of the country.*^ 

King smiled and Miss Langham regarded 
Weimer with flattering interest. ^IVe got a 
quick-firing gun below decks," said King, ^ that 
I used in the Malaysian Peninsula on a junkf ul 
of Black Flags, and I think I'll hare it brought 
up. And there are about thirty of my men on 
the yacht who would n't ask for their wages in 
a year if I 'd let them go on shore and mix up 
in a fight When do you suppose this-*** 

A heavy step and the jingle of spurs on the 
bare floor of the bungalow startled the conspira* 
tors, and they turned and gazed guiltily out at 
the monntun-tops above them as Olay came 
hurrying out upon the porch. 

^They told me you were here,*^ he said, 
speaking to Miss Langham. ^I'm so sorry it 
tired yon. I should have remembered — it is a 
rough trip when you're not used to it," he 
added, remorsefully. ^But I'm glad WeioMr 
was here to take care of you." 
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«" It was just a trifls hot and noUj,^ said Miii 
LanghaiDy amiling sweetly. She put her hand 
to her forehead with an expression of patient 
suffering. ^ It made my head ache a little^ but 
it was most in^resting.** She added, ^ Yon are 
eertainly to be congratulated on yonr work.** 

Clay glanced at her doubtfully with a troub- 
led look, and turned away his eyes to the busy 
scene below him. He was greatly hurt that she 
should hare cared so little, and indignant at 
himself for being so unjust. Why should he 
expect a woman to find interest in that hire of 
noise and sweating energy? But even as he 
stood arguing with himself his eyes fell on a 
slight figure sitting erect and graceful on her 
pony's back« her white habit soiled and steined 
red with the ore of the mines, and green where 
it had crushed against the leaves. She was com- 
ing slowly up the trail with a body-guard of haU 
a dozen men crowding closely around her, telling 
her the difficulties of the work, and explaining 
theur successes, and eager for a share of her 
quick sympathy. 

day's eyes fixed themselves on the picture, 

and he smiled at ito significance. Miss Lang^ 

ham noticed the look, and glanced below to see 

what it was that had so interested him, and 

then back at him again. He was still watehhif 
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Ibi appriMohiiig cavalcade intentlj, and 
te liimaalf Miss Langham drew in faer brtaih 
and raised her head and ahouldera quickl j, like 
a deer that hears a footstep in the forest, and 
when Hope presenUj stepped out open the porch, 
she turned qnicklj toward her, and regarded her 
steadilj, as though she were a strang«r to her, 
and as thoagb she were trying to see her with the 
eyes of one who looked at her for the first time. 

*^ Hopel '' she said, ^ do look at your dress I *^ 

Hope's face was glowing with the unusual 
exerdae, and her eyes were brilliant Her hair 
had slipped down beneath the Tisor of her 
helaeL 

'^lam so tired— and so hungry.^ She was 
langfaing and looking directly at Clay. ^ It has 
been a wonderful thing to hare seen," she said, 
tngi^g at her heavy gauntlet, ''and to have 
done/* she added. 8he pulled off her glove and 
held out her hand to Clay, moist and scarred 
with tiie pressure of the reins. 

^ Thank you," she said, simply. 

The master of the mines took it with a quijck 
rush «f gratitude, and looking into the girl's 
eyes, saw something there that startled him, so 
that he glanced quickly past her at the circle of 
booted men grouped in the door behind her. 
They were each smiling in appradation of the 
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tableaux ; her father aud Ted, MacWilliams and 
Kirkland, and all the others who had helped 
him. Thej seemed to envj, but not to grudge, 
the whole credit which the girl had given to 
hiuL 

Clay thought^ ^* Why could it not have Wen 
the other? But he said aloud, ^^ Thank y#ti. 
You have given me my reward," 

Miss Langham looked down impatiently into 
the valley below, and found that it seemed more 
hot and noisy, and more grimy than before. 
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Olat believed that Alice Langham's Tisit to 
ttie mines had opened his ejes fullj to vast dif- 
ferences between them. He laughed and railed 
at himself for having dared to imagine that he 
was in a position to care for her. Confident as 
he was at times, and sure as he was of his 
ability in certain directions, he was uneasy and 
fearful when he matched himself against a man 
of gentle birth and gentle breeding, and one 
who, like King, was part of a world of which he 
knew little, and to which, in his ignorance con- 
cerning it, he attributed many advantages that 
it did not possess. He believed that he would 
always lack the mysterious something whidi 
these others held by right of inheritance. He 
was still young and full of the illusions of 
youth, and so gave false values to his own qual- 
ities, and values equally false to the qualities he 
lacked* For the next week be avoided Miss 
Langham, unless there were other people pres- 
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tnt, and wheneyer she showed him special favor, 
he hastily recalled to his mind her failure to 
sympathize in his Vork, and assured himself 
that if she could not interest herself in the en- 
gineer, he did not care to have her interested in 
the man. Other women had found him attract- 
ive in himself ; they had cared for his strength 
of will and mind, and because he was good to 
look at. But he determined that this one must 
sympathize with his work in the world, no mat- 
ter how unpicturesque it might seem to her. 
His work was the best of him, he assured him- 
self, and he would stand or fall with it. 

It was a week after the visit to the mines that 
President Alvarez gave a great ball in honor of 
the Langhams, to which all of the important 
people of Olancho, and the Foreign Ministers 
were invited. Miss Langham met Clay on the 
aflemoon of the day set for the ball, as she was 
going down the hill to join Hope and her father 
at dinner on the yacht 

^ Are you not coming, too T'* she asked. 

^I wish I could,'* Clay answered. **King 
asked me, but a steamer-load of new ma* 
chinery arrived to-day, and I have to see it 
throned the Custom-house." 

Miss Langham gave an impatient little laugh, 

and aliook her head. *^ You might wut until 
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we were gone before you bother with your ma- 
ehinerj," she said. 

^ When you are gone I won't be in a state of 
mind to attend to machinery or anything else/' 
Clay answered. 

Miss Langham seemed so far encouraged by 
this speech that she seated herself in the boat- 
hooae at the end of the wharf. She pushed her 
mantilla back from her face and looked up at 
him, smiling brightly. 

* ^ The time has come, the walrus said/ " she 
quoted, ^^ * to talk of many things.' " 

Clay laughed and dropped down beside her. 
"Well?- he said. 

^ Tou have been rather unkind to me this last 
week," the girl began, with her eyes fixed stead* 
il/ on his. " And that day at the mines when 
I counted on you so, you acted abominably." 

CIay*s face showed so plainly his surprise at 
this charge, which he thought he only had the 
right to make, that Miss Langham stopped. 

« I don't understand," said Clay, quietly. 
** How did I treat you abominably ? " 

He had taken her so seriously that Miss 
Langham dropped her lighter tone and spoke in 
•ne more kindly : 

^I went out there to see your work at its 

best I was only interested in going because 
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U was your work, and beeauae it waa 70s 
who had done it all, and I expected that 
you would try to explain it to me and help ma 
to understand, but you didn't Yoa treated 
me as though I had no interest in the matter at 
all, as though I was not capable of understand- 
ing it You did not seem to care whether I was 
interested or not In fact, you forgot me alto- 
gethen** 

Clay exhibited no eyidenoe ol a reproTJag 
oonscienoe. '*I am sorry yoa had a stupid 
time,^ he said, gravely. 

*^ I did not mean that, and you know I did nil 
mean that,'' the girl answered, ^I wanted to 
hear about it from you, because yoa did it I 
wasn't interested so much in what had been 
done, as I waa in the man who had accom- 
plished it" 

Clay shrugged his shoulders impatientiy, and 
looked across at Miss Langham with a troubled 
smile. 

** But that 's Just what I don't want," he said^ 
*^ Can't you see T These mines and other mines 
like them are all I have in the world. They are 
my only excuse for having lived in it so long. 
I want to feel that I 've done something outside 
of myself, and when you say that yoa like me 
jpersonally, it 'a aa KtUe satisfaction to mo as It 
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must to to a woman to be oongratulated mi her 
toaatj, or on her fine voioe. That is noihmg she 
has done herself. I should like jon to value 
what I baTO done, not what I happen to be.** 

Miss Langham turned her eyes to the harbori 
and it was some short time before she answered. 

^You are a verj difficult person to please,** 
she said| ^ and most exacting As a rule men 
are satisfied to be liked for any reason. I con- 
fess frankly, since you insist upon it, that I do 
not rise to the point of appreciating your work 
as the others do. I suppose it is a fault,** she 
continued, with an air that plainly said that she 
considered it, on the contrary, something of a 
virtue. ^ And if I knew more about it techni- 
cally, I might see more in it to admire But I 
am looking farther on for better things from 
you. The friends who help us the most are not 
always those who consider us perfect, are 
theyt** she asked, with a kindly smile. She 
raised her eyes to the great ore-pier that 
stretched out across the water, the one ugly blot 
in the scene of natural beauty about them. ^ I 
think that is all very well,** she said; <<but 
I certainly expect you to do more than that. 
I have met many remarkable men in all parts of 
tto world, and I know what a strong man is, 

and you have one of Vh^ strongest personalities 

146 



4 
1 



Soldiers of Fortune 

I liaTt known. Bnt yon eant mean that 7011 
are content to atop with tbia Yon ahonld be 
eomething bigger and more wide-reaching and 
more lasting. Indeed, it bnrte me to see yon 
wasting yonr time here over my father^a inter- 
ests. Yon should exert that same energy on a 
broader map. Yon could make yourself any- 
thing yon chose. At home yon would be your 
party's leader in politics* or yon could be a 
great general, or a great financier. I say thi& 
because I know there are better things in you, 
and because I want yon to make the most of 
your talents. I am anxious to see yon pot your 
powers to something worth while." 

Kiss Langham's voice carried with it such a 
tone of sincerity that she almost succeeded in 
deceiving herself. And yet she would have 
hardly cared to explain just why she had 
reproached the man before her after this fash- 
ion. For she knew that when she spoke as she 
had done, she was beating about to find some 
reason that would justify her in not caring for 
him, as she knew she could care — as she would 
not allow herself to care. The man at her side 
had won her interest from the first, and later 
had occupied her thoughts so entirely, that xi 
troubled her peace of mind. Yet she would not 
let her feeling for him wax and grow stronger ^ 
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bttt kept it down. And she was trying now to 
persuade herself that she did this because thers 
was something lacking in him and not in her. 

Slie was almost angry with him for bemg so 
much to her and for not being more acceptable 
in little thingSt like the other men she knew 
So she found this fault with him in order that 
she might jostify her own lack of feeling. 

But Clay, who only heard the words and 
oould not go back of them to find the motive,, 
oould not know this. He sat perfectly still when 
she had finished and looked steadily out across 
the harbor. * His eyes fell on the ngly ore-pier^ 
and he winced and uttered a short grim laugh > 

<< That's true, what you say,'* he began, *^I 
haven't done much. Ton are quite right 
Only — ''he looked np at her curiously and 
smiled —* ^ only you should not have been the 
one to tell me of it" 

Miss Langham had been so iar oarried away 
by her own point of view that she had not con^ 
sidered Clay, and now that she saw what mis- 
chief she had done, she gave a quick gasp of 
regret, and leaned forward as though to add 
some explanation to what she had said. But 
Clay stopped her. ^ I mean by that," he said, 
*that the great part of the inspiration I have 
hsA to do what little I have done eame from 
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jroo. Toa were a sort of promise of something 
better to me. You were more of a type than 
an individual woman, but your picture, the one 
I oarry in my watch, meant all ^at part of life 
that I haye never known, the sweetness and the 
nobleness and grace of civilization, «^ something 
I keped I would some day have time to enjoy. 
So you see,'' he added, with an uncertain laugh, 
*^ it 's less pleasant to hear that I have failed to 
make the most of myself from you than from 
almost any one else." 

<*But, Mr. Olay," protested the girl, anxiously, 
^I think you have done wonderfully well. I 
only said that I wanted you to do more. You 
are so young and you have — '* 

Clay did not hear her. He was leaning for* 
ward looking moodily out across the water, with 
his folded arms clasped across his knees. 

^I have not made the most of myself, '^ he 
repeated ; ^ that is what you said." He spoke 
the words as though she had delivered a sen* 
tence. ^^ You don't think well of what I have 
done, of what I am." 

He drew in his breath and shook his head 
with a hopeless laugh, and leaned back against 
the railing of the boat-house with the weariness 
in his attitude of a man who has given up after 
a long struggle. 
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^ No/' he said with a bitter flippancy in hia 
Toice, ^^ I don't amount to much. But, mj Oodl** 
he laughed, and turning liis head"^ awaj, ^^ when 
jou think what I was ! This does n't seem much 
to you, and it does n*t seem much to me now 
that I have your point of view on it, but when 
I remember I ** Clay stopped again and pressed 
his lips together and shook his head. His half* 
closed eyes, that seemed to be looking back iuto 
his past, lighted as they fell on King's white 
yacht, and he raised his arm and pointed to it 
with a wave of the hand. *^ When I was six- 
teen I was a sailor before the mast," he said, 
<« the sort of sailor that King's crew out there 
wouldn't recognize in the same profession. I 
was of so little account that I 've been knocked 
the length of the main deck at the end of the 
mate's fist, and left to lie bleeding in the scup^ 
pers for dead. I had n't a thing to my namo 
then but the clothes I wore, and I 've had to go 
aloft in a hurricane and cling to a swinging 
rope with my bare toes and pull at a wet sheet 
until my finger-nails broke and started in their 
sockets ; and I 've been a cow-boy, with no 
companions for six months of the year but eight 
thousand head of cattle and men as dumb and 
untamed as the steers themselves. I 've sat in 

my saddle night after night, with nothing over- 
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head bat the stars, and no sound bat the noise oS 
the steers breathing iu their sleep. The women 
I knew were Indian squaws, and the girls of 
the sailor's dance-houses and the gambling^iells 
of Sioux City and Abilene, and Callao and Port 
Said. That was what I was and those were my 
companions. Why!'' he laughed, rising and 
striding across the boat-house with his hands 
Rocked behind him, ^^I've fought on the mud 
floor of a Mexican shack, with a naked knife in 
my hand, for my last dollar. I was as low and 
as desperate as that. And now — " Clay lifted 
his head and smiled. <^Now,'' he said, in a 
lower Yoice and addressing Miss Langham with 
a return of his usual grave politeness, ^^ I am 
able to sit beside you and talk to you. I haye 
risen to that. I am quite content." 

He paused and looked at Miss Langham un« 
certainly for a few moments as though in doubt 
as to whether she would understand him if he 
continued. 

^^And though it means nothing to you,*' he 
said, ^^and though as you say I am here as your 
father's employee, there are other places, per- 
haps, where I am better known. In Edinburgh 
or Berlin or Paris, if you were to ask the people 
of my own profession, they could tell you some- 
thing of me. If I wished it, I could drop this 
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active work to-morrow and continue as an ad^ 
Tiser, as an expert^ but I like the actiye part 
better. I like doing things myself. I don't say, 
*I am a salaried servant of Mr. Langham's;' I 
put it differently. I say, ^ There are five moun* 
tains of iron. You are to take them up and 
transport them from South America to North 
America, where they will be turned into rail- 
roads and ironclads.' That 's my way of look- 
ing at it. It's better to bind a laurel to the 
plough than to call yourself hard names. It 
makes your work easier — almost noble. Can- 
not you see it that way, too ? '* 

Before Miss Langham could answer, a depre- 
catory cough from one side of tlie open boat- 
house startled them, and turning they saw 
Mac Williams coming toward them. They luid 
been so intent upon what Clay was saying that 
be had approached them over the soft sand 
of the beach without their knowing it. Miss 
Langham welcomed his arrival with evident 
pleasure. 

" The launch is waiting for you at the end of 

the pier," MacWilliams said. Miss Langham 

rose and the three walked together down tlie 

length of the wharf, MacWilliams moving briskly 

in advance in order to enable them to continue 

the conversation he had interrupted, but ihej 
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followed close behind him, as though neither ot 
them were desirous of such an opportunitj. 

Hope and King had both come for Miss Lang* 
ham, and while the latter was helping her to a 
place on the cushions, and repeating his regrets 
that the men were not coming also, Hope started 
the launch, with a brisk ringing of bells and a 
whirl of the wheel and a smile ovor her shoulder 
at the figures on the wharf. 

** Why did n't you go ? ** said Clay ; ^you hare 
no business at the Custom-house/* 

" Neither have you," said Mac Williams. ^ But 
I guess we both understand* There 's no good 
pushing your luck too far.** 
' ** What do you mean by that — this time ? ** 

•* Why, what hare we to do with all of this ?** 
cried Mac Williams. *^ It 's what I keep telling 
you every day. We^re not in that class, and 
you 're only making it harder for yourself when 
they've gone. I call it cruelty to animals my- 
self, having women like that around. Up North, 
where everybody 's white, you don't notice it so 
much, but down here — Lord I ** . 

♦'That's absurd," Clay answered. «Why 

should you turn your back on civilization when 

At comes to you, just because you 're not going 

back to civilization by the next steamer I Every 

person you meet either helps you or hurts yooi 
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Those girls help us, eyen if thej do make the 
life here seem bare and mean.^ 

^^ Bare and mean ! '' repeated Mac Williams in* 
eredulouslj. *^I think that's just what they 
don't do. I like it all the better because they 're 
mixed up in it. I never took so much interest 
in your mines until she took to riding over them, 
and I did n't think gieat shakes of my old ore- 
road, either, but now that she's got to acting 
as engineert it 's sort of nickel-plated the whole 
outfit. I 'm going to name the new engine after 
her — when it gets here — if her old man will 
let me.'* 

^^ What do you mean ? Miss Lan^^^am has n't 
been to the mines but once, has she ? '* 

^Miss Langhamt** exclaimed Mac Williams. 
^ No, I mean Uie other. Miss Hope. She comes 
out with Ted nearly every day now, and she 's 
learning how to run a locomotive. Just for 
fun, you know," he added, reassuringly. 

<^I didn't suppose she had any intention of 
joining the Brotiierhood," said Clay. ^ So she 's 
been out every day, has she? I like that," he 
commented, enthusiastically. ^^ She's a fine, 
sweet girL" 

•*Pipe, sweet gijll** growled MacWilliams. 
^ I should hope so. She 's the best. They don't 
make them any better than that, and just think, 
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if she *8 like that now, what will she be when 

she's grown np, when she's learned a few 

things? Now her sister. Ton can see just 

what her sister will be at thirty, and at fift/i 

and at eighty. She's thoroughbred and she's 

the most beautiful woman to look at I ever saw 

— but) my son — she is too carefuL She has n*t 

any illusions, and no sense of humor. And a 

woman with no Illusions and no sense of humor 

is going to be monotonous. Tou can't teacli 

her anything. You can't imagine yourself tell* 

ing her anything she does n*t know. The things 

we think important dou't reach her at all 

They 're not in her line, and in everything else 

she knows more than we could ever guess at. 

But that Miss Hope ! It 's a privilege to show 

her about. She wants to see everything, and 

learn everything, and she goes poking her head 

into openings and down shafts like a little fox 

terrier. And she '11 sit still and listen with hei 

eyes wide open and tears in them, too, and she 

doesnt know it -<-* until you can't talk yourself 

for just looking at her." 

Clay rose and moved on to the house in 

silence. He was glad that MacWilliams had 

interrupted him when he did. He wondered 

whellier he understood Alice Langham after all. 

He had seen many fine ladies before during his 
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brief YiBito to London, and Berlin, and Yiennai 
and they had shown him favor. He had known 
other women not so fine. Spanish-American 
se&oritas through Central and South America, 
the wires and daughters of English merchants 
exiled along the Pacific coast, whose fair skin 
and yellow hair whitened and bleached under 
the hot tropical suns. He had known many 
women, and he could have quoted 

^ Trials and troubles amanyt 
Have proved me; 
One or two women, God bless tibem I 
Have loved me." 

Bat the woman he was to marry must have 
all the things he lacked. She must fill out 
and complete him where he was wanting. 
This woman possessed all of these things. She 
appealed to every ambition and to eyery taste 
he dierished, and yet he knew that he had hes- 
itated and mistrusted her, when he should have 
declared himself eagerly and vehemently, and 
forced her to listen with all the strength of his 



Uiss Langham dropped among the soft cush- 
ions of the launch with a sense of having been 
rescued from herself and of delight in findkif 
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refuge again in her own environment. The 
Bight of King standing in the bow beside Hope 
with his cigarette hanging from his lips^ and 
peering with half-closed eyes into the fading 
light, gave her a sense of restfulness and con* 
tent She did not know what she wished from 
that other strange young man. He was so bold, 
so handsome, and he looked at life and spoke of 
it in such a fresh, unhackneyed spirit. He 
might make himself anything he pleased. But 
here was a man who already had eyerything, or 
who could get it as easily as he could increase 
the speed of the laimch) by pulling some wire 
with his finger. 

She recalled one day when they were all 
on board of this same launch, and the ma- 
chinery had broken down, and Mac Williams had 
gone forward to look at it He had called Clay 
to help him, and she remembered how they had 
both gone down on their knees and asked the 
engineer and fireman to pass them wrenches 
and oil-cans, while King protested mildly, and 
the rest sat helplessly in the hot glare of the 
sea, as the boat rose and fell on the waves. 
She resented Clay^s interest in the accident, 
and his pleasure when he had made the ma- 
ehinery right once more, and his appearance as 
he came back to them with oily hands and with 
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his face glowing from the heat of the furnace, 

wiping his grimy fingers on a piece of packing. 

She had resented the equality with which he 

treated the engineer in asking his advice, and it 

rather surprised her that the crew saluted him 

when he stepped into the launch again thai 

night as though he were the owner. She had 

expected that they would patronize him, and sh^ 

imagined after this incident that she detected a i 

shade of difference in the manner of the sailore 

toward Clay, as though he had cheapened him* j 

self to tliem — as he had to her. 



158 



I 

1 



vn 

At ten o' clock that same evening Clay began 
to prepare himself for the ball at the Qor* 
emment Palace, and MacWilliams, who waa 
not invited, watched him dress with critical 
approval that showed no sign of envy. 

The better to do honor to the President, Clay 
had brought out several foreign orders, and 
Mao Williams helped him to tie around his neck 
the collar of the Bed . Eagle which the German 
Emperor had given him, and to fasten the rib- 
bon and cross of the Star of Olancho across his 
breast, and a Spanish Order and the Legion of 
Honor to the lapel of his coat Mac Williams 
surveyed the effect of the tiny enamelled crosses 
with his head on one side, and with the same air 
of affectionate pride and concern that a mother 
shows over her daughter's first ball-dress. 

'^Got any more?" he asked, anxiously. 

^I have some war medals," Clay answered, 
vniling doubtfully. ^ But I *m not in nnif omi''' 
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<< Oh, that's all right," declared MacWniiams. 
^ Put 'em on, put 'em all on. Oire the girk a 
treat. Eyerybodj will think they were given 
for feats of swimming, anjwaj ; but they will 
show up well from the front. Now, then, 
you look like a drum-major or a conjuring 
chap." 

« I do not," said Clay. « I look like a French 
Ambassador, and I hardly understand how yeu 
find courage to speak to me at alL" 

He went up the hill in high spirits, and found 
the carriage at the door and King, Mr* Lang 
ham, and Miss Langham sitting waiting for 
him. They were ready to depart, and Miss 
Langham had but just seated herself in the 
carriage when they heard hurrying across the 
tiled floor a quick, light step and the rustle of 
silk, and turning they saw Hope standing in the 
doorway, radiant and smiling. She wore a 
white frock that reached to the ground, and 
that left her arms and shoulders bare. Her 
hair was dressed high upon her head, and she 
was pulling vigorously at a pair of long, tan<' 
colored gloves. The transformation was so 
complete^ and the ^1 looked so much older and 
so stately and beautiful, that the two young 
men stared at her in silent admiration and asr 
tonishment* ^^ 
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« Why, Hope!** exclaimed her sister. •'What 
does this mean 7^' 

Hope stopped in some alarm, and clasped her 
hair mth both hands. ««What is it?'' she 
asked ; *^ Is anything wrong ? ** 

"Why, my dear child,** said her sister, 
'^yon're not thinking of going with us, are 
you?*'- 

^Not going?** echoed the yonnger sister, 
in dismay. ^ Wiiy, Alice, why not 7 I was 
asked.'* 

^Bnt, Hope — Father,*' said the elder sis- 
ter, stepping ont of the carriage and tnrning to 
Mr. Langham, "you didn't intend that Hope 
should go, did you 7 She 's not out yet.*' 

"Oh, nonsense,** said Hope, defiantly. But 
she drew in her breath quickly and blushed, as 
she saw the two young men moving away out of 
hearing of this family crisis. She felt that she 
was being made to look like a spoiled child. 
" It does n*t count doyn here,** she said, " and I 
want to go. I thought you knew I was going 
all the time. Marie made this frock for me on 
purpose.** 

" I don't think Hope is old enough," the elder 
sister said, addressing her father, " and if she 
goes to dances here, there *s no reason why she 
skeuld not go to those at home." 
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*^ But I don't want to go to dances at hornet** 
interrupted Hope. 

Mr. Langham looked exceedingly uncomforir 
able, and turned appealinglj to his elder 
daughter. <^What do you think, Alice?'' he 
said, doubtfully. 

'' I 'm sorry," Miss Langham replied, *^ but I 
know it would not be at all proper. I hate to 
soem horrid about it, Hope, but indeed you are 
too young, and the men here are not the men a 
young girl ought to meet." 

^You meet them, Alice," said Hope, but 
pulling off her gloves in token of defeat. 

^*But, my dear child, I'm fifty years older 
than you are." 

^^ Perhaps Alice knows best, Hope," Mr. Lang- 
ham said. ^ 1 'm sorry if you are disappointed." 

Hope held her head a little higher, and turned 
toward the door. 

^*I don't mind if you don't wish it, father,** 
she said. " Good-night." She moved away, but 
apparently thought better of it, and came back 
and stood smiling and nodding to them as they 
seated themselves in the carriage. Mr. Langham 
leaned forward and said, in a troubled voice, 
*^ We will tell you all about it in the morning. 
I *m very sorry. You won't be lonely^ will you ! 
I 'U stay with you if you wish." 
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^ Nonsense I '* laughed Hope. ** Why, it « 
given to you, father; don't bother about me. 
I 'U read something or other and go to bed.'' 

<' Good-night, Cinderella," King called out to 
her. 

"Good-night, Prince Charming,** Hope an- 
swered. 

Both Clay and King felt that the girl would 
not mind missing the ball so much as she would 
the fact of having been treated like a child in 
their presence, so they refrained from any ex- 
pression of sympathy or regret, but raised their 
hats and bowed a little more impressively than 
usual as the carriage drove away. 

The picture Hope made, as she stood deserted 
and forlorn on the steps of the empty house in 
her new finerj, struck Clay as unnecessarily 
pathetic. He felt a strong sense of resentment 
against her sister and her father, and thanked 
heaven devoutly that he was out of their class, 
and when Miss Langham continued to express 
her sorrow that she had been forced to act as 
she had done, he remained silent. /It seemed to 
Clay such a simple thing to give (mildren pleas* 
ure, and to remember that their woes were 
always out oi all^progortion to the caused Chil- 
dren, dumb animals, and blind people were 

always grouped together in his mind as objects 
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demanding the" most tender and constant con« 
sideration. So the pleasure of the evening was 
spoiled for him while he remembered the hurt 
and disappointed look in Hope's face, and when 
Miss Langham asked him why be was so pr&* 
occupied, he told her bluntly that he thought 
she had been very unkind to Hope, and that her 
objections were absurd. 

Miss Langham held herself a little more 
stiffly. ^ Perhaps you do not quite understand, 
Mr. Clay," she said. *' Some of us have to con* 
form to certain rules that the people with whom 
we best like to associate have laid down for 
themselves. If we choose to be conventional, 
it is probably because we find it makes life 
easier for the greater number. You cannot 
think it was a pleasant task for me. But I have 
^ven up things of much more importance than 
a dance for the sake of appearances, and Hope 
herself will see to-morrow that I acted for the 
best.** 

Clay said he trusted so, but doubted it, and 
by way of re-establishing himself in Miss Lang- 
ham's good favor, asked her if she could give 
him the next dance. But Miss Langham was 
not to be propitiated. 

•*I*m sorry,** she said, ^ but I beliere I am 
eag^LgoA until supper^time. Come and ask m$ 
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then, and I'll have one saved for you. Bat 
there is something jou can do/' she added. ^ i 
left my fan in the carriage — do jou think yon 
conld manage to get it for me without much 
trouble ?*• 

**' The carriage did not wait I believe it was 
sent back/' said Clay, ^^ but I can borrow a 
horse from one of Stuart's men, and ride back 
and get it for you, if you like.'* 

^^ How absurd I " laughed Miss Langham, but 
she looked pleased, notwithstandiug* 

<^0h, not at ail,** Clay answered* He was 
smiling down at her in some amusement, and 
was apparently much entertained at his idea. 
^ Will you consider it an act of devotion ? " he 
asked. 

There was so little of devotion, and so much 
more of mischief in his eyes, that Miss Langham 
guessed he was only laughing at her^ and shook 
her head. 

^You woiw*t go,^ she said, turning away. 
She followed him with her eyes, however, as 
he orossed the room, his head and shoulders 
towering above the native men and women. 
She had never seen him so resplendent, and she 
noted, with an eye that considered trifles, the 
•rders, and his well-fltting white gloves, and his 
manner of bowing in the Continental fashion^ 
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holding his opera-hat on his thigh, as though his 
band rested on a sword. She noticed that the 
little Olanchoans stopped and looked after him, 
as he pushed his way among them, and she 
could see that the men were telling tlie women 
Si ho he was. Sir Julian Pindar, the old British 
Minister, stopped him, and she watched them 
as thej laughed together over the English war 
medals on the Americanos breast, which Sir 
Julian touched with his finger. He called the 
French Minister and his pretty wife to look, too, 
and th^y all laughed and talked together in 
great spirits, and Miss Langham wondered if 
Clay was speaking in French to them. 

Miss Langham did not enjoy liie ball ; she felt 
injured and aggrieved, and she assured herself 
that she had been hardly used. She had only 
done her duty, and yet all the sympathy had gone 
to her sister, who had placed her in a trying 
position. She thought it was most inconsiderate. 

Hope walked slowly across the veranda when 
the others had gone, and watched the carriage 
as long as it remained in sight. Then she 
threw herself into a big arm-chair, and looked 
down upon her pretty frock and her new danc* 
ing-slippers. She, too, felt badly used. 

The moonlight fell all about her, as it had on 

the first night of their arrival, a month before, 
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but now it seen ed cold ana cbeerleas, and gave 
an added sense )f loneliness to the silent house. 
She did not go i >8ide to read, as she had prom- 
ised to do, but sat for the next hour looking out 
across the harbor. She could not blame Alice. 
She considered that Alice always moved by 
rules and precedents, like a queen in a game of 
chess, and she wondered why. It made life so 
tame and uninteresting, and yet people invari- 
ably admired Alice, and some one had spoken . 
of her as the noblest example of the modem 
gentlewoman. She was sure she could not grow 
up to be anything like that* She was quite 
confident that she was going to disappoint her 
family. She wondered if people would like her 
better if she were discreet like Alice, aud less 
like her brother Ted« If Mr. Clay, for instance, 
would like her better? She wondered if he 
disapproved of her riding on the engine with 
Mac Williams, and of her tearing through the 
mines on her pony, and spearing with a lance 
of sugar-cane at the mongrel curs that ran to 
snap at his flanks. She remembered his look 
of astonished amusement the day he had caught 
her in this impromptu pig-sticking, and she felt 
herself growing red at the recollection. She 
was sure he thought her a tomboy. Probably 

he never thought of her at all. 

167 



Soldiers of Fortune 

Hope leaned back in the chair and looked up 
at the stars above the mountains and tried to 
think of any of her heroes and ; trinces in fiction 
who had gone through such ink eresting experi- 
ences as had Mr. Clajr. Some o i them had done 
so, but they were creatures in a book and this 
hero was alive, and she knew him, and had prob- 
ably made him despise her as a silly little girl 
who was scolded and sent off to bed like a dis* 
obedient child. Hope felt a choking in her tiiroat 
and something like a tear creep to her eyes: 
but she was surprised to find that the fact did 
not make her ashamed of herself. She owned 
that she was wounded and disappointed, and to 
make it harder she could not help picturing 
Alice and Clay laughing and talking together 
in some comer away from the ball-room, while 
she, who understood him so well, and who could 
not find the words to tell him how much she 
valued what he was and what he had done, was 
forgotten and sitting here alone, like Cinderella, 
by the empty fireplace. 

The picture was so pathetic as Hope drew it, 
that for a moment she felt almost a touch of 
self-pity, but the next she laughed scornfully at 
her own foolishness, and rising with an impa* 
tient shrug, walked away in the direction of her 
room. 
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But before she had crossed the veranda ake was 
stopped by the sound of a horse's hoofs galloj^' 
ing over the bard sun-baked road that led from 
the cit7« and before she had stepped forward 
out of the shadow in which she stood the horse 
had reached the steps and his rider had pulled 
him back on his haunches and swung himself 
off before the forefeet had touched the ground. 

Hope had guessed that it was Olay bj his 
riding, and she feared from his haste that some 
one of her people were ill. So she ran anxiousl/ 
forward and asked if anything were wrong. 

Clay started at her sudden appearance^ and 
gave a short boyish laugh of pleasure. 

^ I 'm so glad you ^re still up,'' he said. ** No, 
nothing is wrong.** He stopped in some embar* 
rassment He had been moved to return by the 
fact that the little girl he knew was in trouble, 
and now that he was suddenly confronted by 
this older and statelier young person, his action 
seemed particularly silly, and he was at a loss 
to explain it in any way that would not give 
offence. 

^ No, nothing is wrong,'* he repeated. ^ I 
came after something." 

Clay had borrowed one of the eloaka the 
troopers wore at night from the same man who 
had lent him the horse, and as he stood bare- 
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headed before her, with the cloak hanging from 
his shoulders to the floor and the star and nb« 
bon across his breast, Hope felt very grateful 
to him for being able to look like a Prince or a 
hero in a book, and to jet remain her Mr. Clay 
at the same time. 

" I came to get your sister's fan " Clay ex- 
plained. " She forgot it," 

The young girl looked at him for a moment in 
surprise and then straightened herself slightly. 
She did not know whether she was the more 
indignant with Alice for sending such a man on 
BO foolish an errand, or with Clay for submit- 
ting to such a service. 

'< Oh, is that it? "she said at last ^'IwiUgo 
and find you one." She gave him a dignified 
little bow and moved away toward the door, 
with every appearance of disapproval. 

"Oh, I don't know," she heard Clay say, 
doubtfully ; " I don't have to go just yet, do I ? 
Kay I not stay here a little while ?" 

Hope stood and looked at him in some 
perplexity. 

"Why, yes," she answered, wonderingly. 
^ But don't you want to go back ? You came 
in a great hurry. And won't Alice want her 
fiuit" 

^ Ohy she has it by this time. I told Stuart 
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to find it. She left it in ilie carrii^i and the 
earriage is waiting at the end of the plaza/' 

^Then vhj did you comet'* aaked Hopap 
with rising suspicion. 

'' Oh, I don't know," said Olay, belplesslj. ^ I 
thought I 'd just like a cide in the moonlight. 
I hate balls and dances anyway, don't you t I 
think you were very wise not to go." 

Hope placed her hands on the back of the 
big arm-chair and looked steadily at him as he 
stood where she could see his face in the moon- 
light. '^You came back," she said, ^^ because 
they thought I was crying, and they sent you to 
see. Is that itt Did Alice send yout^ she 
demanded. 

Clay gave a gasp oi consternation. 

" You know that no one sent me " he said. 
^ I thought they treated you abominably, and I 
wanted to come and say so. That 's all. And 
I wanted to tell you that I missed you very 
much, and that your not coming liad spoiled 
the evening for me, and I came also because 
1 preferred to talk to you than to stay where I 
was. No one knows that I came to see you. I 
said I was going to get the fan, and I told Stuart 
to find it after I 'd left I just wanted to see you, 
that 's all. But I will go back again at once." 

While he had been speaking Hope had low« 
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arei her ejes from his face and had tamed and 
looked out across the harbor. There was a 
strangei happy tumult m her breast, and ahe 
was breathing so rapidly that she was afraid 
he would notice it She also felt an absurd in- 
clination to cry, and that frightened her. So 
she laughed and turned and looked up into his 
face again. Clay saw the same look in her eyes 
that he had seen there the day when she had 
congratulated him on his work at the mines. 
Ha had seen it before in the eyes of other wo* 
men and it troubled him. Hope seated herself 
in tke big chair, and Clay tossed his cloak on 
tha floor at her feet and sat down with his 
shoulders against one of the pillars. He glanced 
up at her and found that the look that had 
troubled him was gone, and that her eyes were 
now smiling with excitement and pleasure. 

^ And did you bring me something from the 
ball in your pocket to comfort me/' she asked, 
mockingly. 

'* Yes, I did," Clay answered, unabashed. ^ I 
brought you some bonbons.'' 

**You didn't, really I*' Hope cried, with a 
shriek of delight. ^ How absurd of you ! The 
tort you pull f '* 

^The sort you pull,*' Clay repeated, gravely, 
^▲nd also a dance-card^ which is a relic of |w^ 
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bdriBm still existing in this Sonthem c^pitaL 
It has the arms of Olancho on it in gold, and I 
thought yon might like to keep it as a souvenir/' 
He pulled the card from his coat-pocket and 
said, ^Maj I have this dance ?** 

**Tou may,** Hope answered. **But yoa 
ireuld n't mind if we sat it out, would y«a T '' 

^ I should prefer it/' Clay said, as he scrawled 
hill name across the card. ^ It is so crowded 
inside, and the company is rather mixed/' 
They both laughed lightly at their own foolish- 
ness, and Hope smiled down upon him affei^ 
tionately and proudly. '^Yon may smoke, if 
yon choose ; and would yon like something cool 
to drink?" she asked» anxiously. ** After your 
ride» yon know/* she suggested, with hospitable 
Intent. Clay said that he was very comfortable 
without a drink, but lighted a cigar and watched 
her covertly through the smoke, as she sat smil- 
ing happily and quite unconsciously upon the 
moonlit world around them. She cauj^t Clay's 
eye fixed on her, and laughed lightly. 

« What is it T " he said. 

^ Oh, I was just thinking,'* Hope replied, ^ that 
it was much better to have a dance eome to you, 
than to go to the dance. " 

^ Does one man and a dance*card and three 
bon-bons eoastitote your idea of a ball 7" 
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<< Does n't it? Yoa see^ I am not oat yet» I 
don't know.'* 

^ I should think it might depend a good deal 
upon the man/' Clay suggested. 

*^That sounds as though you were hinting," 
said Hope, doubtfully, ^^ Now what would I say 
to that if I were out?" 

"I don't know, but don't say it," Clay an- 
swered. ^^ It would probably be something very 
unflattering or very forward, and in either case 
I should take you back to your chaperone and 
leave you there." 

* Hope bad not been listening. Her eyes were 
dzed on a level with his tie, and Clay raised bis 
hand to it in some trepidation. ^Mr. Clay," 
she began abruptly and leaning eagerly forward, 
^ would you think me very rude if I asked you 
what you did to get all those crosses ? I know 
they mean something, and I do so want to know 
what Please tell me." 

*• Oh, those ! " said Clay. « Tlie reason I put 
them on to-night is because wearing them is 
supposed to be a sort of copipliment to your 
host I got in the habit abroad — ' " 

^ I did n't ask you that," said Hope, severely. 
* I asked you what you did to get tiiem. Now 4 

begfn witii the Legion of Honor on the left, and 
go right en until you come to the end, and please 



Soldiers of Fortune 

don't skip anything. Leave in all the UooA- 
tbirstj parts, and please don't be modest* 

^ Like Othello,** suggested Clay. 

« Yes,'' said Hope ; ^ I will be Desdemona." 

^Well, Desdemona, it was like this,'' said 
Clay, laughing. ^ 1 got that medal and that star 
for serving in tlie Nile campaign, under Wolse- 
ley. After I left Bgypt, I went up the coast to 
Algiers, where I took service under the French 
in a most disreputable organization known as 
the Foreign Legion — " 

^ Don't tell me," exclaimed Hope, in delight, 
^that you have been a Chasseur d'Afriquel 
Not like the man in ^ Under Two Flags ' T " 

^No, not at all like that man," said Clay, 
emphatically. ^ I was just a plain, common, or 
garden, sappeur, and I showed the other good* 
for-nothings how to dig trenches. Well, I con- 
taminated the Foreign Legion for eight months, 
and then I went to Peru, where I «* " 

*^ You 're skipping," said Hope. ^How did 
you get the Legion of Honor?" 

^ Oh, that ? " said Clay. « That was a gallery 

play I made once when we were chasing some 

Arabs, They took the French flag away from 

our color-bearer, and I got it back again and 

waved it frantically around my head until I was 

quite certain the Colonel had seen me doing lt| 
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and then I stopped as soon as I knew that X waff 
sure of promotion." 

^'Oh, how can yonf cried Hope. ^Yott 
did n't do anything of the sort Yoa probably 
saved the entire regiment." 

** WeU, perhaps I did/' Clay returned, «« Though 
I don't remember it, and nobody mentioned it 
at the tune." 

** Go cm about the o&ers/' said Hope. ** And 
do try to be truthful." 

^ Well, I got this one from Spain, because I 
was President of an International Congress of 
Engineers at Madrid. That was the ostensible 
reason, but the real reason was because I taught 
the Spanish Commissioners to play poker in- 
stead at baccarat The German Emperor gave 
me this for designing a fort, and the Sultan of 
Zanzibar gave me this, and no one but the Sultan 
knows why, and he won't telL I suppose he 's 
ashamed. Ho gives them away instead of 
eigars. He was out of cigars the day I called." 

" What a lot of places you have seen," sighed 
Hope. ^ I have been in Cairo and Algiers, toe9 
but I always had to walk about with a gover- 
ness, and she would n't go to the mosques be- 
eause she said they were full of fleas. Wb 
always go to Homburg and Paris in the sum- 
aaer, aiMl to big hotels in London. I leva to 
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travel, but I don't love to travel that waji 
would jout** 

^ I travel because I have no home/' said Clay. 
^ I 'm different from the chap that came home 
because all the other places were shut I go to 
other places because there is no home open.** 

^ What do you mean t " said Hope, shaking 
her head. *' Why have you no home ? *' 

^ There was a ranch in Colorado that I used 
to call home,*' said Clay, **but they've cut it 
up into town lots. I own a plot in the cemetery 
outside of the town, where my mother is buriedi 
and I visit that whenever I am in the States, 
and that is the only piece of earth anywhere in 
the world that I have to go back to." 

Hope leaned forward witli her hands clasped 
in front of her and her eyes wide open. 

^^And your father?" she said, softly; ^ishe 
—is he there, too — ^" 

Clay looked at the lighted end of his cigar as 
he turned it between his fingers. 

** My father. Miss Hope," he said, ** was a fill* 
buster, and went out on the ^ Virginius ' to help 
free Cuba, and was shot, against a stone wall 
We never knew where he was buried." 

<^0h, forgive me; I beg your pardon," said 
Hope. There was such distress in her voice 
that Clay looked at her quickly and saw the 

177 



\ 



Soldiers of Fortune 

tears in her ejes. She reached oat her hand 
timidly, and touched for an instant his own 
rough, sunburned fist, as it lay clenched on his 
knee. " I am so sorry,'* she said, ** so sorry." 
For the first time in many years the tears came 
to Clay's eyes and blurred the moonlight and 
the scene before him, and he sat unmanned and 
silent before the simple touch of a young girl 9 
sympathy. 

An hour later, when his pony struck the 
gravel from beneath his hoofs on the race back 
to the city, and Clay turned to ware his hand 
to Hope in the doorway, she seemed, as she 
stood with the moonlight falling about her 
white figure, like a spirit beckoning the way te 
a new paradise. 
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Clat reached the President's Palace dunng 
tke supper-hoar, and found Mr. Langham and 
bis daughter at the President's table. Madame 
Alvarez pointed to a place for him beside Alice 
Langham, who held up her hand in welcome. 
" You were verj foolish to rush off like that/" 
she said. 

' ** It was n't there/' said Clay, crowding into 
the place beside her. 

^ No, it was here in the carriage all the time. 
Captain Stuart found it for me." 

*^0h, he did, did he?" said Clay; •'that's 
why I couldn't find it. I am hungry,** he 
laughed, •• my ride gave me an appetite." He 
looked over and grinned at Stuart, but that gen< 
tleman was staring fixedly at the candles on the 
table before him, his eyes filled with concern. 
Clay observed that Madame Alvarez was cot* 
ertly watching the young ofiicer, and frowning 
her disapproval at his preoccupation. So hm 
stretched his leg under the table and kicked 
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Ticiond/ at 8tuart*6 boots. Old General Rojas, 
the Vice-President^ who sat next to Stuart, 
mored suddenly and then blinked violenti/ at 
the ceiling with an expression of patient sidBfer- 
ingj but the exclamation which had escaped him 
brought Stuart back to the present, and he 
talked with the woman next him in a perfunctory 
manner. . 

Miss Langham and her father were waiting 
for their carriage in the great hall of the Palace 
as Stuart came up to Clay, and putting his hand 
affectionately on his shoulder, began pointing to 
something farther back in the haU. To the 
night-birds of the streets and the noisy fiacre 
drivers outside, and to the crowd of guests who 
stood on the high marble steps waiting for their 
turn to depart, he might have been relating an 
amusing anecdote of the ball just over.'^ 

*^ I 'm in great trouble, old man," ii^as what he 
said. ^* I must see you alone to-night. I 'd ask 
you to my rooms, but they watch me all the 
time, and I don't want them to suspest you are 
in this until they must. Go on in the carriage, 
but get out as you pass the Plaza Bolivar and 
wait for me by the statue there." 

Clay smiled, apparently in great amusement 
** That's very good,'* he said. 

He crossed over to where Eang stood survey 
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ing the powdered beauties of Olancho and their 
gowns of a past fashion, with an intensity of 
admiration which would have been suspicious te 
those who knew his tastes. ^When we get 
into the carriage/* said Clay, in a low voice, 
^we will both call to Stuart that we will see 
him to-morrow morning at breakfast." 
•• All right,*' assented King. « What 'a up f •• 
Stuart helped Miss Langham into her car- 
riage, and as it moved away King shouted te 
him in English to remember that he was break- 
fasting with him on the morrow, and Clay called 
out in Spanish, ^^ Until to-morrow at breakfast^ 
don't forgef And Stuart answered, steadiljp 
*^ 6ood-night until to-morrow at one." 

As their carriage jolted through the dark and 
narrow street, empty now of all noise or move- 
ment, one of Stuart*s troopers dashed by it at a 
gallop, wifb a lighted lantern swinging at his 
side. He raised it as he passed each street 
crossing, and held it high above his head so that 
its light fell upon the walls of the houses at the 
four corners. The clatter of his horse's hoofs 
had not ceased before another trooper galloped 
toward them riding more slowly, and throwing 
the light of his lantern over the trunks of the 
trees that lined the pavements. As the carriage 

passed him, he brought his horse to its side witk 
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a jerk of the bridle, and swung his lantem ia 
the faces of its occupants. 

«« Who lives ? '^ he challenged. 

« Olancho/' Glaj replied. 

••Who answers?'' 

•'Free men/* Clay answered again, and 
pointed at the star on his coat 

The soldier mnttered an apology, and striking 
his heels into his horse's side, dashed noisfly 
away, his lantern tossing from side to side, hi|^ 
in the air, as he drew rein to scan each tree and 
psssed from one lamp-post to the next 

••What does that meant" said Mr. Lang- 
ham ; •• did he take ns for highwaymen t " 

•• It is the eostom," said Clay. •• We are ont 
father late, yon see.'* 

••If I remember rightly, Clay,'' said King, 
••fhey gave a ball at Brussels on the eve of 
Waterloo." 

•• I believe they did,** said Clay, smiling. He 
spoke to the driver to stop the carriage, and 
stepped down into the street 

•• I have to leave you here,** he said ; •• drive 
on quickly, please ; I can explain better in the 
morning/' 

The Plaza Bolivar stood in what had once 
been the centre of the fashionable life of Clan- 

eho, but the town had moved farther np the hill, 
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and it was now far in tb« saboilM, ifai walks 
neglected and its tui^ oTerron with weeds. The 
honses about it had fallen into disuse, and the 
few that were still occupied at the time Clay en- 
tered it showed no sign of life. Clay picked his 
way over the grass-grown paths to the statue of 
Bolivar, the hero of the sister republic of Ven- 
ezuela, which still stood on its pedestal in a 
tangle of underbrush and hanging vines. The 
iron railing that had once surrounded it was 
broken down, and the branches of the trees near 
irere black with sleeping buzzards. Two great 
palms reared themselves in the moonlight at 
either ude, and beat their leaves together in the 
night wind, whispering and murmuring together 
like two living conspirators. 

^This ought to be safe enough,^ Olay mnr* 
mured to himseli ^ It 's just the place for plot- 
ting. I hope there are no snakes.** He seated 
himself on the steps of the pedestal, and light- 
ing a cigar, remained smoking and peering into 
the shadows about him, until a shadow blacker 
than the darkness rose at his feet, and a voice 
said, sternly^ ^ Put out that light. I saw it half 
a mile away.** 

Clay rose and crushed his cigar under his 
foot ^Now then, old man,** he demanded 
briskly, '* what's upt It*s nearly daylight and 
we must hurry.** 
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Stoart seated himself hearH/ on the stone 
steps, like a man tired in mind and body, and 
mifolded a printed piece of paper* Its Uank 
side was damp and sticky with paste. 

^ It is too dark for you to see thiS)"* he began, 
in a strained Toioe, ^so I will translate it to 
yon. It is an attack on Madame Alrares and 
mysell They put them np during the ball, 
when they knew my men would be at the Pal- 
ace. I have had them scouring the streets for 
the last two hours tearing them down, but they 
are all OTer the place, in the caf^s and dubs. 
They hare done what <hey were meant to do.** 

CAay took another cigar from his pocket and 
rolled it between his lips. <«What does it 
sayt** he asked. 

^ It goes oyer the old ground first. It says 
AWares has given the richest birthright of his 
country to aliens — that means the mines and 
Langham — and has put an alien in command 
of the army— -that is meant for me. I've no 
more to do with the army than you have — I 
only wish I had! And then it says that the 
boundary aggressions of Ecuador and Venezuela 
have not been resented in consequence. It asks 
what can be expected of a President who is as 
blind to the dishonor of his country as he is to 
the dishonor of his own home?** 
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day mattered onder his breath, ^Wellt go 
M. Is it explicit t More explicit than that f ^ 

^ YeSj** said Stuart, grimly. ^ I ea&'t lepeat 
it. It IS quite dear what they mean.** 

^Have yon got any of them?** Clay asked 
<«Caii yoo fix it on some one that yon car 
fi^tf* 

^Mendoza did ft, of course/^ Stuart an* 
swered, ^but we cannot proTo ii. And if we 
could, we are not strong enough to take him« 
He has the eity full of his men now, and ths 
troops are pouring in every hour.** 

^ Well, Alvarez can stop that, canH he f ** 

^ They are coming in for the annual review. 
He oan*t show the people that he is afraid of 
his own army.** 

^ What are yon going to do f 

^ What am I going to do t*^ Stuart repeated, 
dully. ^That is what I want yon to tell me. 
There is nothing I can do now. I 've brought 
trouble and insult on people who have been 
kinder to me than my own blood have been. 
Who toofk me in when I was naked and clothed 
me, when I had n't a friend or a sixpence to my 
name. You remember— 'I came here from that 
row in Columbia with my wound, and I was 
down with the fever when they found me, and 
* Alvarez gave me the appointment. And this is 
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kow I reward fhem. If I ataj I do mora hann. 
li I go away I leave them aarromided by eoe- 
Biies, and not enemies who fight fair, but 
damned thioTes and scoundrels, who stab at 
women and who fight in the dark. I would n't 
have had it happen, old man, for my right arm ! 
rhey<— they have been so kind to me, and I 
have been so happy here — and now I'* The 
boy bowed his face in his hands and sat breath- 
ing brokenly while Clay turned his unlit cigar 
between his teeth and peered at him curiously 
through the darkness. ^Now I have made 
them both unhappy, and they hate me, and I 
hate myself, and I have brought nothing but 
trouble to every one. First I made my own 
people miserable^ and now I make my best 
friends miserable, and I had better be dead. 
I wish I were dead. I wish I 6ad never been 
bora.'* 

Olay laid Us hand on the other^s bowed 
shoulder and shook him gently. ^ Don't talk 
Uke that,** he said ; ^it does no good. Why do 
yon hate yourself f 

"^Whatt** asked Stuart, wearily, without 
looking np. « What did you say V^ 

** Ton said you had made taoam hate you, and 
yen added that you hated ytursell Well, I 
see why they natural^ w^Mud be angry for 
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ttie time, at least. Bat why do jon hata your 
lelf ? Have you reasor. to ? '* 

^ I don't understand/^ said Stuart. 

*Well, I ean*t make it any plainer,** Claj 
replied. ^ It is n't a question I will ask. Bat 
you say yoa want my advice. Well, my advice 
to my friend and to a man who is not my friend, 
differ. And in this case it depends on whether 
what that thing — ** Clay kicked the paper which 
had fallen on the ground — ^what that thing 
says is true.** 

The younger man looked at the paper below 
him and then back at Clay, and sprang to his 
feet. 

** Why, damn you,** he cried, ** what do you 
mean f ** 

He stood above Clay with both arms rigid at 
his side and his head bent forward. The dawn 
had just broken, and the two men saw each 
other in the ghastly gray light of the morning. 
^ If any man,** cried Stuart thickly, '^ dares to 
say that that blackguardly lie is true I'll kill 
him. You or any one else. Is that what yoa 
mean, damn yont If it is, say so, and I*U 
break every bone of your body.** 

^ Welly that*a much better,** growled Clay, 
■ullenly. ^ The way you went on wishing you 
were dead and hatmg yourself made me almost 
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lose faith in mankind. Now yon go make that V / 
speech to the President, and then find the man \/ 
who put np those placards, and if you can't find J^ 
the right man, take any man you meet and make /f^^^-j % 
him eat it, paste and all, and beat him to death "^^n 
if he does n't. Why, this is no time to whimper 
— because the world is full of liars. 60 out 
and fight them and show them you are not 
afraid. Confound you, you had me so scared 
there that I almost thrashed you myself. For- 
give me, won't you t " he begged earnestly. He 
rose and held out his hand and the other took 
it, doubtfully. **It was your own fault, you 
young idiot,** protested Olay. " You told your 
story the wrong way. Now go home and get 
some deep and I 'II be back in a few hours to 
help yon. Look ! " he said. He pointed through 
the trees to the sun that shot up like a red hot 
disk of heat above the cool green of the moun« 
tain& ^ See," said Clay, ^ God has given ns an- 
other day. Seven battles were fought in seven 
days oiice in my country. Let's be tliankful, 
old man, that we 're w>t dead, but alive to fight 
our own and other people's battles.** 

The younger man sighed and pressed Clay's 
band again before he dropped it. 

** You are very good to me," he said. *♦ I 'm 
aot just quite myself this morning. I 'm a bit 
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Bervous, I think. Yoa'U surely come, won'l 
you?'' 

'^By nooiit^ Clay promisecL ^ And if it does 
come,^ he added* ^ don't forget my fifteen hun- 
dred men at the mines.'' 

^ Good ! I won't," Stuart replied. ^ I '11 call 
on you if I need them." He raised his fingers 
mechanically to his helmet in salute, and catch- 
ing up his sword turned and strode away erect 
and soldierly through the debris and weeds of 
the deserted plaza. 

Clay remained motionless on the steps of the 
pedestal and followed the younger man with his 
eyes. He drew a long breath and began a leis- 
urely search through his pockets for his match- 
box, gazing about him as he did so, as though 
looking for some one to whom he could speak 
his feelings* He lifted his eyes to the stern, 
smooth-shaven face of the bronze statue above 
him that seemed to be watching Stuart's de- 
parting figure. 

** General Bolivar," Clay said, as he lit his 
cigar, '< observe that young man. He is a sol* 
dier and a gallant gentleman. Yon, sir, were 
a great soldier— > the greatest this God-forsaken 
country will ever know— -and you were, sir, an 
ardent lover. I ask you to salute that young 
man as I do, and to wish him well." Clay lifted 
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bis high hat to the back of the young officer aa 
it waa hidden in the hanging yinea^ and once 
again, with grave respect to the grim features 
of the great general above him, and then smil- 
ing at his own conceit, he ran lightly down the 
steps and disappeared among the trees el tlis 
plasa» 
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OULY slept for three honra. He had left & 
ftote on the floor instraoting MacWilliams and 
young Langham not to go to the mines, bat to . 

waken him at ten o'clock, and by eleven the 
three men were galloping off to the city. As 
they left the Palms they met Hope returning 
from a morning ride on the Alemeda, and Clay 
begged her, with much concern, not to ride 
abroad again. There was a difference in his 
tone toward her. There was more anxiety in 
it than the occasion seemed to justify, and he 
put his request in the form of a favor to him- 
self while the day previous he would simply 
have told her that she must not go riding 
alona 

•*Whyf** asked Bope^ eagerly. ^1b there 
going to be trouble ? ^ 

*I hope not," Olay said, **but the soldiers 
are eoming in from the provinces for the 
review, and the roads are not safe.*^ 
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** 1*^(1 be safe witii yon, though,'' said Hbpe^ 
smiling persuasiyely upon the three men. 
^ Won't 70U take me with you, please ? " 

^^Hope," said young Langham in the tone of 
the elder brother's brief authority, ^ you must 
go home at once. " 

Hope smiled wickedly. ^I don't want to," 
she said. 

^I '11 bet you a box of cigars I can beat you to 
the veranda by fifty yards," said MaoWilliams, 
f^ turning his horse's head. 

Hope clasped her sailor hat in one hand and 
swung her whip with the other. ^ I think not, " 
she cried, and disappeared with a flutter of 
skirts and a scurry of flying pebbles. 

** At times, "said Clay, ^^ Mac Williams shows 
an unexpected knowledge of human nature." 

''Yes, he did quite right," assented Lang- 
ham, nodding his head mysteriously. *^ We 've 
no time for girls at present, have we ? " 

''No, indeed," said Clay, hiding any sign of 
a smile. 

Langham breathed deeply at the thought of 
the part he was to play in this coming stmggle, 
and remained respectfully silent as they trotted 
ton . rd the city. He did not wish to disturb 
the plots and counterplots that he was confident 
were forming in Clay's brain, and his devotion 
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would hare been Heverely tried had he known . 
that his hero's mind was filled with a picture 
of a young girl in a blue shirt-waist and a 
whipcord riding-skirt 

Clay sent for Stuart to join them at the 
restaurant, and MacWilliams arriving at the 
same time, the four men seated themselves 
conspicuously in the centre of the caf£ and 
sipped their chocolate as though unconscious of 
any imminent danger, and in apparent freedom 
from all responsibilities and oare. While 
MacWilliams and Langham laughed and dis- 
puted over a game of dominoes, the older men 
exchanged, under cover of their chatter^ the 
few words which they had met to speak. 

The manife;5toes, Stuart said, had failed of 
their purpose. He had already called upon the 
President, and had offered to resign his posi- 
tion and leave the country, or to stay and fight 
his maligners, and take up arms at once against 
Mendoza's party. Alvarez had treated him 
like a son, and bade him be patient He held 
that Gsssar's wife was above suspicion because 
she was Csesar's wife, and that no canards posteci 
at midnight could affect his faith in his wife or * 
in his friend. He refused to believe that fthy 
e<mp dUtat was imminent^ save the one which 
he himself meditated when he was ready to 
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proclaim the country in a state of rerolution, 
and to assume a military dictatorship. 

" What nonsense I " exclaimed Clay, * What 
is a military dictatorship without soldiers? 
Can't he see that the army is with Mendoza 7 " 

•*Na," Stuart replied, ^fiojas and I were 
with him all the morning. Bojas is an old 
trump, Clay. He 's not bright and he 's old- 
fashioned; but he is honest. And the people 
know it. If I bad Bojas for a chief instead of 
Alvarez, I'd arrest Mendoza with my own 
hand, and I wouldn't be afraid to take him to 
the cartel through the streets. The people 
would n't help him. But the President does n't 
dare. Not tiiat he hasn't pluck," added the 
young lieutenant^ loyally, ^^for he takes his 
life in his hands when he goes to the review 
to-morrow, and he knows it. Think of it, will 
you, out there alone with a field of five thou* 
sand men around him I Bojas thinks he can 
hold half of them, as many as Mendoza can, 
and 1 have my fifty. But you can't tell what 
any one of tliem will do for a drink or a dollar. 
They 're no more soldiers than these waiters 
They 're bandits in uniform, and they '11 kill 
for the man that pays best" 

^ Then why does n't Alvares pay them t" Clay 
growled. 
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Sfeaart looked away and lowered hia eyes ta 
die table. ^ He has n't the money, I suppose,'' 
he said, evasiTely. ^ He — he has transferred 
erery cent of it into drafts on Rothschild. 
They are at the house now, representing five 
millions of dollars in gold — and her jewels, 
too «— packed ready for flight** 

*Then he does expect trouble?'* said Clay. 
^Tontoldme— ** 

*• They 're all alike; you know them," said 
Stuart " They won't believe they 're in danger 
until the explosion comes, but they always 
have a special train ready, and they keep the 
funds of the government under their pillows. 
He engaged apartments on thjd Avenue Eleber 
six months ago. " 

•Bah I" said Clay. «It's the old story. 
Why don't you quit him T " 

Stuart raised his eyes and dropped them 
again, and Clay sighed. ^ I *m sorry, " he said. 

Mac Williams interrupted them in an indig- 
nant stage-whisper. ^ Say, how long have wa 
got to keep up this fake game ? " he asked. ** I 
don't know anything about dominoes, and 
neither does Ted. Tell us what you 've been 
saying. Is there going to be trouble ? If thera 
is, Ted and I want to be in it Wa are loak- 
lag for trouble." 
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Clay had tipped back his chair, and was sar* 
rejing the restaurant and the blazing plaza 
beyond its open front with an expression of 
cheerful unconcern. Two men were reading 
(he morning papers near the door, and two 
others were dragging through a game of domi- 
noes in a far comer. The heat of midday had 
settled on the place, and the waiters dozed, 
with their chairs tipped back against the walls. 
Outside, the awning of the restaurant threw a 
broad shadow across the marble-topped tables 
on the sidewalk, and half a dozen fiacre drivers 
slept peacefully in their carriage before the 
door* 

The town was taking its siesta, and &e brisk 
step of a stranger who crossed the tessellated 
floor and rapped with his knuckles on the top 
of the cigar-case was the only sign of life. 
The new-comer turned with one hand on the 
glass case and swept the room carelessly with 
his eyes. They were hard blue eyes under 
straight eyebrows. Their owner was dressed 
unobtrusively in a suit of rough tweed, and 
this and his black hat, and the fact that he 
was smooth-shaven, distinguished him as a 
foreigner. 

As he faced them the forelegs of Clay's chair 
descended slowly to the floor, and he began to 
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•mila comprehendingly and to nod his head as 
though the ooming of the stranger had explained 
something of which he had been in doubt His 
companions turned and followed the direction 
of his ejesi but saw nothing of interest in the 
new-comer. He looked as though he might be 
a concession hunter from the States, or a 
Manchester drummer, prepared to offer six 
months' credit on blankets and hardware. 

Clay rose and strode across the room, cir- 
cling the tables in such a way that he could 
keep himself between the stranger and the 
door. At his approach the new-comer turned 
his back and fumbled with his change on the 
counter. 

^ Captain Burke, I believe ? ** said Clay. The 
stranger bit the cigar he had just purchased, 
and shook his head. ^ I am very glad to see 
you,** Clay continued. " Sit down, won't yon f 
I want to talk with you. ** 

^ I think you *Ye made a mistake, ** the stranger 
answered, quietly. "My name is-—** 

"Colonel, perhaps, tiien,'' said Clay. "I 
might have known it I congrabilate you, 
OoloneL ^ 

The man looked at Clay for an instant, with 
the cigar clenched between his teeth and hii 
blue eyes fixed steadily on the other's face.' 
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Clay waved his hand again invitingly towanS 
a table, and the man shrugged his ahoulden 
and laughed, and, pulling a chair toward hiai. 
Bat down. 

"Come over here, boys,'* Clay called. •*! 
want you to meet an old friend of mine, Ci4>- 
tain Burke.'' 

The man called Burke stared at the three 
men as they crossed the room and seated theaa- 
selves at the table, and nodded to them im 
silence. 

"We have here," said Clay, gayly, but im a 
low voice, " the key to the situation. This is 
the gentleman who supplies Mendoza with tlie 
sinews of war. Captain Burke is a brave soldier 
and a citizen of my own or of any country, 
indeed, which happens to nave the most sym* 
pathetic Consul-General." 

Burke smiled grimly, with a condescending 
nod, and putting away the cigar, took out a 
brier pipe and began to fill it from his tobacco- 
pouch. "The Captain is a man of few words 
and extremely modest about himself," Clay 
continued, lightly ; " so I must tell you who he 
is myself. He is a promoter of revolutions. 
That is his business, — a professional promoter 
of revolutions, and that is what makes me so 

l^ad to see him again. He knows all about 
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(be present crisiB here, and he is going to tell 
US all he knows as soon as he fills his pipe. 1 
ought to warn yon, Bnrke,** he added, ^that 
this is Captain Stuart, in charge of the police 
and the President's cciivalry troops So, yon 
see, whatever yon say, yon will have one man 
who will listen to yon,** 

Burke crossed one short fat leg oyer the 
other, and crowded the tobacco in the bowl of 
his pipe with his thumb. 

**I thought yon were in Chili, Clay,** he said. 

*No, yon didn't think I was in Chili," Clay 
replied, kindly. **I left Chili two years ac^o. 
The Captain and I met there," he explained to 
the others, ^when Balmaceda was trying to 
make himself dictator. The Captain was on 
the side of tiie Oongressionalists, and was fur- 
nishing arms and dynamite. The Captain is 
always on the winning side, at least he always 
has been — up to the present He is not a 
creature of sentiment; are you, Burke? The 
Captain believes with Napoleon that God is on 
the side that has the heaviest artillery. '^ 

Burke lighted his pipe and drummed absent* 
mindedly on the table with his match-box. 

^I can't afford to be sentimental," he said. 
^Not in my business." 

**Qf eourse not^" Clay assented, cheerfuUf. 
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He looked at Burke and laughed, as though 
the sight of him recalled pleasant memories. 
^ I wish I could give these boys any idea of how 
clever you are, Captain," he said* ^The Cap- 
tain was the first man, for instance, to think 
of packing cartridges in tubs of lard, and of 
sending rifles in piano-cases. He represents 
the Welby revolver people in England, and 
half a dozen firms in tiie States, and he has his 
little stores in Tampa and Mobile and Jamaica, 
ready to ship off at a moment's notice to any 
revolution in Central America. When I first 
met the Captain/' Clay Continued, gleefully, t 
and quite unmindful of the other's continued 
silence, ^he was starting off to rescue Arabi 
Pasha from the island of Ceylon You may 
remember, boys, that when Dufierin saved 
Arabi from hanging, the British shipped him 
to Ceylon as a political prisoner. Well, the 
Captain was sent by Arabi's followers in Egypt 
to bring him back to lead a second rebellion. 
Burke had everybody bribed at Ceylon, and a 
fine schooner fitted out and a lot of ruffians to 
do the fighting, and then the good, kind British 
Government pardoned Arabi the day before 
Burke arrived in port And you never got a t 
oent for it ; did you, Burke ? " 
Burke shook his head and frowned. 
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* Six thousand ponndfl sterling I was to have 
got for that,** he said, with a touch of pardon- 
able pride in his roice^ <'and they set him free 
the day before I got there, just as Mr. Clay 
tells you.* 

^And then yon headed Oranville Prior's 
expedition for buried treasure off the island of 
0oco8| did n't you ? " said Clay. ^ Oo on, tell 
them about it. Be sociable. You ought to 
write a book about your different business 
yentures, Burke, indeed you ought; but then,** 
Olay added, smiling, ^^ nobody would believe 
you." Burke rubbed his chin, thoughtfully, 
with his fingers, and looked modestly at the 
ceiling^ and the two younger boys gazed at 
him with open*mouthed interest 

^ There ain't anything in buried treasure,'' 
he said, after a pause, ^except the money that 's 
sunk in the fitting out It sounds good, but 
it's all foolishness." 

*^ All foolishness, eh 7 " said Clay, encourag* 
ingly. ^ And what did you do after Balmaceda 
was beaten ? -— after I last saw you 7 " 

^Crespo," Burke replied, after a pause, 
during which he pulled gently on his pipe. 
** * Caroline Brewer ' — cleared from Key West 
for Curasao, with cargo of sewing-machines and 
ploughs — beached below Maracaibo — thirty* 
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fiT6 thousand rounds and two thousand rifles -» 
at twenty bolivers apiece.'' 

'^Of course," said Clay, in a tone of genuine 
appreciation* ^ I might have known you 'd be 
in that Ho says," he explained, ^that he 
assisted General Crespo in Venezuela during his 
revolution against Guzman Blanco's party, and 
loaded a tramp steamer called the ^Caroline 
Brewer' at Key West with arms, which ho 
landed safely at a place for which he had no 
clearance papers, and he received forty thou* 
sand dollars in our money for the job <— and 
very good pay, too, I should think," commented 
Clay. 

**Well, I don't know,** Burke demurred. 
'^You take in the cost of leasing the boat and 
provisioning her, and the crew's wages, and 
the cost of the cargo; that cuts into profits. 
Then I had to stand off shore between Trinidad 
and Curaf ao for over three weeks before I got 
the signal to run in, and after that I was chased 
by a gun-boat for three days, and the crazy fool 
put a shot clean through my engine-room. 
Cost me about twelve hundred dollars in 
repairs." 

There was a pause, and Clay turned his eyes 

to the streets and then asked, abruptly, ^ What 

are you doing now T " 
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^Tryingtoget orders f or smokoless powder,*^ 
Burke answered, promptly. He met Olay's 
look with eyes as nndisturbed as his own. 
^Bat they won't tonch it down here," he went 
on. ^It doesn't appeal to 'em. It's too 
ezpensivei and they 'd rather see the smoke. 
It makes them think — " 

^ How long did yon expect to stay here t " 
01 sf intermpted. 

^How long ? " repeated Bnrke, like a man in 
a witness-box who is trying to gain time. 
^ Well, I was thinking of leaving by Friday, 
and taking a mule-train over to Bogota instead 
of waiting for the steamer to Colon." He blew 
a mouthful of smoke into the air and watohed 
it drifting toward the door wiili apparent 
interest 

^ The ' Santiago ' leaves here Saturday for 
New York. I guess you had better wait over for 
her," Clay said. '^ I '11 engage your passage, 
and, in the meantime. Captain Stuart here will 
see that they treat you well in the ouartA." 

The men around the table started, and sat 
motionless looking at Clay, but Burke only 
took his pipe from his mouth and knocked the 
ashes out on the heel of his boot ' ^ What am 
I going to the cuart^l for 7 " he asked. 

* Well, the public ffood, I suppose," laughed 
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Olaj. "I'm Borry, but it's your own fault 
You Bhouldn't have shown yourself here at 
all.'' 

" What have you got to do with it T *• asked 
Burke, calmly, as he began to refill his pipe. 
He had the air of a man who saw nothing 
before him but an aftc^moon of pleasant dis- 
course and leisurely inactiyity. 

**Tou know what I *ve got to do with it/' 
Clay replied. " I Ve got our concession to look 
after.'' 

" Well, you 're not running the 'town, too, 
are youf " asked Burke. 

"No, but I'm going to run you out of it," 
Clay answered. " Now, what are you going to 
do, — make it unpleasant for us and force our 
hand, or drive down quietly with our friend 
Mao Williams here ? He is the best one to take 
you, because he 's not so well known. " 

Burka turned his head and looked over h.'s 
shoulder at Stuart 

"Yon taking orders from Mr. Clay, to-day, 
Captain Stuart?" he asked. 

"Yes," Stuart answered, smiling. "I agree 
with Mr. Clay in whatever he thinks right ** 

"Oh, well, in that case," said Burke, rising 
reluctantly, with a protesting sigh, "I guess 
I'd better call on the American minister.'^ 
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^ Ton ean^t He 's in Ecnador on his annual 
risit," said Clay. 

^Indeed! That's bad for me,'' mattered 
Burke, as though in much concern. ^Well, 
then, I'll ask you to let me see our consul 
here.** 

^Certainly," Olay assented, with alacrity. 
^ Mr. Langham, this young gentleman's father 
got him his appointment, so I 'ye no doubt he '11 
be only too glad to do anything for a friend of 



ours." 



Burke raised his &jes and looked inquiringly 
at Clay, as though to assure himself that this 
was true, and Clay smiled back at him. 

"Oh, very well," Burke said. **Then, as 1 
happen to be an Irishman by the name of 
Burke, and a British subject^ I'll try Her 
Majesty's representative, and we '11 see if he 
will allow me to be locked up without a reason 
or a warrant '1 

"That's n6 good, either," said Clay, shak- 
ing his head. " You fixed your nationality, as 
far as this continent is concerned, in Bio har> 
bor, when Peizoto handed you over to the 
British admiral, and you claimed to be an 
American citizen, and were sent on board the 
^Detroit' If there's any doubt about that 
we 've only got to cable to Bio Janeiro •-- to 
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eitlitr l^;atioiL But what's the usef Thej 
know me here, and they don't know yon, and I 
do. Too '11 have to go to jail and stay there." 

^Oh, welly if you put it that way, I'll go," 
said Burke. ^But," he added, in a lower 
voice, <* it's too late, Clay." 

The expression of amusement on Clay's faee, 
and his ease of manner, fell from him at the 
words, and he pulled Burke back into the chair 
again. *^What do you mean?" he asked, 
anxiously. 

^I mean just that^ it's too late," Bnrke 
answered* ^I don't mind going to jaiL I 
won't be there long. Hy work 's all done and 
paid for. I was only staying on to see the fun 
at the finish, to see you fellows made fools ol " 

^ Oh, yon 're sure vi that, are you f " asked 
Clay. 

^Ify dear boy!" exclaimed the American, 
with 8 suggestion in his speech of his Irish 
origin, as his interest rose. ^Did you ever 
know me to go into anything of this sort for 
the sentiment of it f Did you ever know me to 
bsok the losing side ? Na Well, I tell you 
that yon fellows have no more show in this 
than a parcel of Sunday-school children. Of 
oourBe I can't say when they mean to strike. I 
don't know, and I would n't tell yon if I did. 
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But when ihe j do strike tiiere Ul be no etriking 
imok. It 41 be all over but the cheering. ** 

Bnrke*8 tone was calm and poeitiTe. He 
held the centre of the stage now, and he looked 
from one to the other of the serions facet 
aronnd him with an expression d pitying 
amnsement. 

^AWarez ntiay get off, and so may Madame 
Alvarez,'' he added, lowering his Toice and 
turning his face away from Stuart ^ But not 
if she shows herself in the streets, and not if 
she tries to take those drafte and jewels with 
her.** 

'^Oh, yon know that, do yoat** intermpted 
Clay. 

^I know nothing,** Burke replied ^A% 
leasts nothing to what the rest of them know. 
That *8 only the gossip I pick up at headquar- 
ters. It does n*t concern me. I *Te delivered 
my goods and given my receipt for the money, 
and that's a}l I care about. But if it will 
make an olotriend feel any more comfortable 
to have me in jail, why, I '11 go, that*s alL*l^ 

Olay sat witli pursed lips looking at Stuart 
The two boys leaned with their elbows on the 
tables and stared at Burke, who was searching 
leisurely through his pockets for his match- 
box. From outside came the lazy cry of a 
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render of lottery tickets, and the swift, ^neTeii 
patter of bare feet, as company after company 
of dust-covered soldiers passed on their way 
from the provinces, with their shoes swinging 
from their bayonets. 

Clay slapped the table with an exclamation 
ot impatience. 

^ After all, this Is only a matter of business,^ 
he said, ^with all of us. What do yon say, 
Burke, to taking a ride with me to Stuart's 
rooms, and having a talk there with the Presi - 
dent and Mr. Langham? Langham has three 
millions sunk in these mines, and Alvarez has 
even better reasons than that for wanting to 
hold his job What do you say ? That 's better 
than going to jail. Tell ns what they mean to 
do, and who is to do it, and I '11 let you name 
your own figure, and I'll guarantee you that 
they '11 meet it. As long as you 've no senti- 
ment, you might as well fight on the side that 
will pay best" 

Burke opened his lips as though to speak, 
and then shut them again, closely. If the 
others thought that he was giving Clay's propo* 
sition a second and more serious thought, ho 
was quick, to undeceive them. 

^ There art men in the business who do that 
sort of thing," he said. ''They sell arms \» 
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one man, and sell the fact that he 'b got them 
to the depaty-marahals, and sell the story of 
how smart they've been to the newspapers. 
And they never make any more sales after that 
I 'd look pretty, would n't I, bringing stuff into 
this country, and getting paid for it, and then 
telling you where it was hid, and everything 
else I knew 7 I 've no sentiment, as you say, 
but I 've got business instinct, and that 's not 
business. No, I've told you enough, and if 
you think I 'm not safe at large, why I 'm quite 
ready to take a ride with your young friend 
here." 

Ifac Williams rose with alacrity, and beam- 
ing with pleasure at the importance of the duty 
thrust upon hinu 

Burke smiled. ^ The young 'un seems to like 
the job, " he said. 

^ It 's an honor to be associated wilb Captain 
Burke in any way," said MacWilliams, as he 
followed him into a cab^ while Stuart galloped 
off before them in the direction of the onartA. 

^ You wouldn't think so if you knew better," 
said Burke. ^ My friends have been watching 
us while we have been talking in there for the 
last hour They *re watching us now, and if I 
were to nod my head during this ride, they 'd 
throw you out into the street and set me free^ 
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if ihey had to break the cab into kindling-wood 
while they were doing it" 

MacWilliams changed his seat to the one 
opposite his prisoner, and peered up and down 
the street in some anxiety. 

^ I suppose yon know there 's an answer to 
that, don't you ! '' he asked. ^^ Well, the an* 
swer is, that if yon nod your head once, you 
lose the top of it." 

Burke gave an exclamation of disgust, and 
gazed at his zealous guardian with an expres- 
sion of trepidation and unconcealed disapprovaL 
" You 're not armed, are you ? " he asked. 

MacWilliams nodded. "Why not?" he 
«aid; ^ these are rather heavy weather times, 
just at present, thanks to you and your friends. 
Why, you seem rather afraid of fire-arms," he 
added, with the intolerance of youth. 

The Irish-American touched the young man 
on the knee, and lifted his hat. ^My son," he 
aaid, ^^ when your hair is as gray as that, and 
you have been through six campaigns, you'll 
be brave enough to own that you're afraid of 
fire-arms, too." 
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Clat and Langham left Mac Williams and 
Stuart to look after their prisoner, and returned 
to the Palms, where they dined in state, and 
made no reference^ while the women were 
present, to the events of the day. 

The moon rose late that night, and as Hope 
watched it, from where she sat at the dinner- 
table facing the open windows, she saw the 
figure of a man standing outlined in silhouette 
upon the edge of the cliff. He was dressed in 
the uniform of a sailor, and the moonlight 
played along the barrel of a rifle upon whicb 
he leaned, motionless and menacing, like a 
sentry on a rampart. 

Hope opened her lips to speak, and then 
closed them again, and smiled with pleasurable 
excitement. A moment later King, who sat on 
her right, called one of the servants to his side 
and whispered some instructions, pointing mean- 
while at the wine upon the table. And a 
minute after, Hope saw the white figure of th^ 
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Bervant cross the garden and approach the sen* 
tinel. She saw the sentry fling his gun sharply 
to his hip, and then; after a moment's parley, 
toss it up to his shoulder and disappear from 
vight among the plants of the garden. 

The men did not leave the table with the 
ladies, as was their custom, but remained in 
the dining-room, and drew their chairs closer 
together. 

Mr. Langham would not believe that the 
downfall of the Government was as imminent as 
the others believed it to be. It was only after 
much argument, and with great reluctance, that 
he had even allowed King to arm half of his 
crew, and to place them on guard around the 
Palms. Clay warned him that in the disorder 
that followed every successful revolution, *the 
homes of unpopular members' of the Cabinet 
were often burned, and that he feared, should 
Mendoza succeed, and Alvarez fall, that the 
mob might possibly vent its victorious wrath 
on the Palms because it was the home of the 
alien, who had, as they thought, robbed the 
country of the iron mines. Mr. Langham said 
he did not think the people would tramp five 
miles into the country seeking vengeance. 

There was an American man-of-war lying in 

the harbor of Truxillo, a seaport of the republic 
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that bounded Olancbo on the south, and Clay 
was in favor of sending to her captain bj 
Weimer, the Consul, and asking him to anchor 
off Valencia, to protect American interests. 
The run would take but a few hours, and the 
sight of the vessePs white hull in the harbor 
would, he thought, have a salutary effect upon 
the revolutionists. But Mr. Langham said, 
firmly, that he would not ask for help until he 
needed it. 

*^Well, I*m sorry, *• said Clay. «I should 
very much like to have that man-of*war here. 
However, if you say no, we will try to get along 
without her. But, for the present, I think you 
had better imagine yourself back in New York, 
and let us have an entirely free hand. We *v6 
gone too far to drop out,'* he went on, laughing 
at the sight of Mr. Langham's gloomy counte- 
nance. ^ We ' ve got to fight them now. It 's 
against human nattire not to do it." 

Mr. Langham looked appealingly at his son 
and at King. 

They both smiled back at him in unanimoui 
disapproval of his policy of non-interference. 

**0h, very well," he said, at last **Yoii 

gentlemen can go ahead, kill, bum, and destroy 

if yon wish. But, considering Hie fact that it 

is my property you are all fighting abonti I 
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really think I might have something to aaj in 
the matter." Mr. Langham gazed about him 
helplessly, and shook his head. 

^ My doctor sends me down here from a quiet^ 
happy home," he protested, with humorous 
pathos, ^^that I may rest and get away from 
excitement, and here I am with armed men 
patrolling my garden-paths, with a lot of fili- 
busters plotting at my own dinner-table, and a 
civil war likely to break out, entirely on my 
account And Dr. Winter told me this was the 
only place that would cure my nervous prostra- 
tion!" 

Hope joined Clay as soon as the men left the 
dining-room, and beckoned him to the farther 
end of the veranda. ^ Well, what is it t " she 
said. 

'^ What is what 7 " laughed Clay. He seated 
himself on the rail of the veranda, with his 
face to the avenue and the driveway leading to 
the house. They could hear the others from 
the back of the house, and the voice of young 
Langham, who was giving an imitation of 
Mac Williams, and singing with peculiar em- 
phasis, ^^ There is no place like Home, Sweet 
Home." 

^ Why are the men guarding the Palms, and 
why did you go to the Plaza Bolivar this mom- 
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Ing at daybreak? Alice says you left fhem 
there. I want to know what ft means. I am 
nearly aa old as Ted, and he knows. The men 
wouldn't tell me.'* 

« What men f *• 

^King's men from the ^Yesta.* I saw some 
6t them dodging around in the bushes, and I 
went to find out what they were doing, and I 
walked into fifteen of them at your office. 
They have hammocks swung all over the 
veranda, and a quick-firing gun made fast to 
the steps, and muskets stacked all about, just 
like real soldiers, but they would n't tell me 
why.** 

^ We '11 put you in the carcel,** said Clay «if 
you go spying on our forces. Tour father 
doesn't wish you to know anything about it, 
but, since you have found it out for yourself, 
you might as well know what little there is to 
know. It 's the same story. Mendoza is get* 
ting ready to start bis revolution, or, rather, 
he has started it" 

" Why don't you stop him ? " asked Hope. 

" You are very flattering, " said Clay. ** Even 
if I could stop him, it 's not my business to do 
it as yet. I have to wait until he interferes 
with me, or my mines, or my workmen. 
Alvarez is the man who should stop him^ but 
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he is afraid. We cannot do anything until he 
makea the first move. If I were the President^ 
I 'd have Mendoza shot to-morrow morning and 
declare martial law. Then I'd arrest every- 
body I didn't like, and levy forced loans on all 
the merchants, and sail away to Paris and live 
happy ever after. That 's what Mendoza would 
do if he caught any one plotting against him. 
And that 's what Alvarez should do, too, ac- 
cording to his lights, if he had the courage of 
his convictions, and of his education. I like 
to see a man play his part properly^ don't you ? 
If yon are an emperor, you ought to conduct 
yourself like one, as our German friend does. 
Or if you are a prize-fighter, you ought to be a 
human bull-dog. There 's no such thing as a 
gentlemanly pugilist, any more than there con 
be a virtuous burglar. And if yoi^'re a South 
American Dictator, you can't afford to be 
squeamish about throwing your enemies into 
jail or shooting them for treason. The way to 
dictate is to dictate, — not to hide indoors all 
day while your wife plots for you. " 

^^Does she do that?" asked Hope. ^And 
do you think she will be in danger — any per- 
sonal danger, if the revolution comes 7 " 

**Well, she is very unpopular," Clay an- 
swered, ''and unjustly so^ I thiuK But it 
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would b« better, perhaps, for her if she went as 
quietly as possible, when she does ga " 

^ Is our Captain Stuart in danger, too ? '' the 
girl continued, anxiously. ^^ Alice says they 
put up placards about him all over the city last 
night. She saw his men tearing them down as 
she was coming home. What has he done ? '^ 

"Nothing,*' Clay answered, shortly. **He 
happens to be in a false position, that 's all. 
They think he is here because he is not wanted 
in his own country ; that is not so. That is 
not the reason he remains here. When he was 
even younger than he is now, he was wild and 
foolish, and spent more money than he could 
afford, and lent more money to his brother- 
officers, I have no doubt, than they ever paid 
back. He had to leave the regiment because 
his father would n't pay his debts, and he has 
been selling his sword for the last three years 
to one or another king or sultan or party all 
over the world, in China and Madagascar, and 
later in Siam. I hope you will be very kind to 
Stuart and believe well of him, and that you 
will listen to- no evil against him. Somewhere 
in England Stuart has a sister like you — about 
your age, I mean, that loves him very dearly, 
and a father whose heart aches for him, and 
there is a certain royal regiment that still 
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drinks his health with pride. He is a lonely 
little chapy and he has no sense of humor to 
help him out of his difficulties, but he is a very 
brave gentleman. And he is here fighting for 
men who are not worthy to hold his horse's 
bridle, because of a woman. And I tell you 
this because you will hear many lies about him 
— and about her. He serves her with the same 
sort of chivalric devotion that his ancestors felt 
for the woman whose ribbons they tied to their 
lances, and for whom they fought in the lists. '' 

^^I understand/' Hope said, softly. ^^I am 
glad you told me. 1 shall not forget" She 
sighed and shook her head. ^ I wish they 'd let 
you manage it for them, " she said. 

Clay laughed. ^I fear my executive ability 
is not of so high an order; besides, as I have n't 
been born to it, my conscience might trouble 
me if I had to shoot my enemies and rob the 
worthy merchants. . I had better stick to dig- 
ging holes in the ground. That is all I seem 
to be good for. " 

Hope looked up at him, quickly, in surprise. 

"What do you mean by that?'* she de- 
manded. There was a tone of such sharp 
reproach in her voice that Clay felt himself put 
on the defensive. 

^I mean nothing by it," he said. '^Tour 
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sister and I had a talk the other day about a 
man'a making the best of himself, and it 
opened m j eyes to — to many things. It was a 
very healthy lesson*" 

^^ It conld not have been a very healthy lesson," 
Hope replied, severely, ^^ if it makes you speak 
of your work slightingly, as you did Uien. 
That did n't sound at all natural, or like you. 
It sounded like Alice. Tell me, did Alice say 
that ? " 

The pleasure of hearing Hope take his part 
against himself was so comforting to Clay that 
he hesitated in answering in order to enjoy 
it the longer. Her enthusiasm touched him 
deeply, and he wondered if she were enthusi- 
astic because she was young, or because she 
was sure she was ri^t, an^' that he was in 
the wrong. 

^ It started this way, " Ciay began, carefully. 
He was anxious to be quite fair to Miss Lang- 
ham, but he found it difficult to give her point 
of view correctly, while he was hungering for 
a word that would re-establish him in his own 
good opinion, ^^Your sister said she did not 
think very much of what I had done, but she 
explained kindly that she hoped for better 
things from me. But what troubles me is, that 

I will never do anything much better or very 
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different in kind from the work I have done 
lately, and so I am a bit discouraged about it 
inconsequence. You see,** said Clay, "when 
I come to die, and they ask me what I have 
done with my ten fingers, I suppose I will have 
to say, ^ Well, I built such and such railroads, 
and I dug up so many tons of ore, and opened 
new countries, and helped make other men 
rich. ' I can't urge in my behalf that I happen 
to have been so fortunate as to have gained the 
good-will of yourself or your sister. That is 
quite reason enough to me, perhaps, for having 
lived, but it might not appeal to them. I want 
to feel that I have accomplished something 

' outside of myself — something that will remain 
after I go. Even if it is only a breakwater or 

' . a patent coupling. When I am dead it will not 
matter to any one what I personally was, 
whether I was a bore or a most charming com- 
panion, or whether I had red hair or blue. It 
is the work that will tell. And when your 
sister, whose judgment is the judgment of the' 
outside world, more or less, says that the work 
is not worth while, I naturally feel a bit dis- 
couraged. It meant so much to me, and it hurt 
me to find it meant so little to others. " 

Hope remained silent for some time, but the 
rigidity of her attitude, and the tightness with 
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wbich she pressed her lips together, showed 
that her mind was deeply occupied. They both 
sat silent for some few moments, looking down 
toward the distant lights of the city. At 
the farther end of the double row of bushes 
that lined the avenue they could see one of 
King's sentries passing to and fro across the 
roadway, a long black shadow on the moonlit 
road. 

"You are very unfair to yourself," the girl 
said at last^ "and Alice does not represent the 
opinion of the world, only of a very small part 
of it — her own little world. She does not 
know how little it is. And you are wrong as 
to what they will ask you at the end. What 
will they care whether you built railroads or 
painted impressionist pictures ? They will ask 
you * What have you made of yourself ? Have 
you been fine, and strong, and sincere 7 ' That 
is what they .will ask. And we like you be- 
cause you are all of these things, and because 
you look at life so cheerfully, and are unafraid. 
We do not like men because they build rail* 
roads, or because they are prime-ministers. 
We like them for what they are themselves. 
And as to your work ! " Hqpe added, and then 
paused in eloquent silencei "I think it is a 
grand work, and a noble work, full of hardships 
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and self-sacrificefl. I do not know of any man 
who has done more with his life than jou have 
done with yours." She stopped and controlled 
her voice before she spoke again. '^ You should 
be very proud,'' she said. 

Clay lowered his eyes and sat silent, looking 
down the roadway. The thought that the girl 
felt what she said so deeply, and that the fact 
that she had said it meant more to him than 
anything else in tne world could mean, left him 
thrilled and trembling. He wanted to reach 
out his hand and seize both of hers, and tell 
her how much she was to him, but it seemed 
like taking advantage of the truths of a confes* 
sional, or of a child's innocent confidences. 

^^No, Miss Hope," he answered, with an 
effort to* speak lightly, ^^ I wish I could believe 
you, but I know myself better than any one 
else can, and I know that while my bridges 
may stand examination — JT can't." 

Hope turned and looked at him with eyes 
full of such sweet meaning that he was forced 
to turn his own away. 

^^I could trust both, I think," the girl said. 

Clay drew a quick, deep breath, and started 

to his feet^ as though he had thrown off the 

restraint under which he had held himsell 

It was not a girl, but a woman who had 
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■poken then, but, though he tamed eagerly 
toward her, he stood with his head bowed, and 
did not dare to read the verdict in her eyes. 

The clatter of horses' hoofs comibg toward 
them at a gallop broke in rudely opon the tense 
stillness of the moment^ but neither noticed it. 
**How far,** Clay began, in a strained voice, 
"how far,** he asked, more steadily, "could 
you trust me?** 

Hope's eyes had closed for an instant, and 
opened again, and she smiled upon him with a 
look of perfect confidence and content The 
beat of tiie hoi^es' hoofs came now from the 
end of the driveway, and they could hear the 
men at the rear of the house pushing back their 
chairs and hurrying toward them. Hope raised 
her head, and Clay moved toward her eagerly. 
The horses were within a hundred yards. 
Before Hope could speak, the sentry's voice 
rang out in a hoarse, sharp challenge, like an 
alarm of fire on the silent night. "Halt!" 
they heard him cry. And as the horses tore 
past him, and their riders did not turn to look, 
he shouted again, "Halt, damn you!" and 
fired. The flash showed a splash of red and 
yellow in the moonlight, and tilie report started 
into life hundreds of echoes which carried it 
far out over the waters of the harbor, and tossed 
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it into sharp angles, and distant comers, and 
in an instant a myriad of sounds answered it ; 
the frightened cry of night-birds, the barking 
of dogs in the village below, and the footsteps 
of men running. 

Clay glanced angrily down the avenue, and 
turned beseechingly to Hope. 

**Go," she said. "See what is wrong," and 
moved away as though she already felt that he 
could act more freely when she was not near 
him. 

The two horses fell back on their haunches 
before the steps, and MacWilliams and Stuart 
tumbled out of their saddles, and started, run- 
ning back on foot in the direction from which 
the shot had come, tugging at their revolvers. 

"Comeback^ ''Clay shouted to them. "That's 
all right. He was only obeying orders. That 's 
one of King's sentries. " 

" Oh, is that it 7 " said Stuart, in matter-of- 
fact tones, as he turned again to the house. 
" Oood idea. Tell him to fire lower next time. 
And, I say,'' he went on, as he bowed curtly to 
the assembled company on the veranda, " since 
you have got a picket out, you had better double 
it And, Olay, see that no one leaves here with* 
out permission — no one. That 's more impo^ 
tint, even, than keeping them out" 
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*^ Eing, will you — " Clay began. 

^^AU right, General," laughed King, and 
walked away to meet his sailors, who came 
running up the hill in great anxiety. 

MacWilliams had not opened his lips, but he 
was bristling with importance, and his effort 
to appear calm and soldierly, like Stuart, told 
more plainly than speech that he was the bearer 
of some invaluable secret. The sight filled 
young Langham with a disquieting fear that he 
had missed something. 

Stuart looked about him, and pulled briskly 
at his gauntlets. King and his sailors were 
grouped together on the grass before the house. 
Mr. Langham and his daughters, and Clay, 
were standing on the steps, and the servants 
were peering around the comers of the house. 

Stuart saluted Mr. Langham, as though to 
attract his especial attention, and then ad- 
dressed himself in a low tone to Clay. 

" It *s come, " he said. " We 've been in it 
since dinner-time, and we've got a whole 
night's work cut out for you. " He was laugh- 
ing with excitement, and paused for a moment 
to gain breath. ^^ I '11 tell you the worst of it 
first. Mendoza has' sent word to Alvarez that 
he wants the men at the mines to be present at 
the review to-morrow. He says they must take 
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part He wrote a most insolent letter. Alrarea 
got out of it by saying that the men were under 
contract to you, and that you must give your 
permission first, Mendoza sent me word that 
if you would not let the men come, he would 
go out and fetch them in himsell" 

^ Indeed ! '' growled Clay. ^ Eirkland needs 
those men to-morrow to load ore-cars for Thurs- 
day's steamer. He can't spare them. That is 
our answer, and it happens to be a true one, 
but if it weren't true, if to-morrow was All 
Saints' Day, and the men had nothing to do 
but to lie in the sun and sleep, Mendoza 
could n't get them. And if he comes to take 
them to-morrow, he '11 have to bring his army 
with him to do it. And he could n't do it then, 
Mr. Langham," Clay cried, turning to that 
gentleman, ^ if I had better weapons. The five 
thousand dollars I wanted you to spend on 
rifles, sir, two months ago, might have saved 
you sereral millions to-morrow." 

Clay's words seemed to bear some special 
significance to Stuart and MacWilliams, for 
they both laughed, and Stuart pushed Clay up 
the steps before him. 

^•*Come inside," he said. "That is why we 

are here. MaoWilliams has found out where 

Burke hid his shipment of arms. We are going 
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to try and get them to-night" He hurried 
into the dining-room, and the others grouped 
themselves ahout the table. ^^ Tell them about 
it, Mac Williams, ** Stuart commanded. ^^I 
will see that no one overhears jou." 

MacWilliams was pushed into Mr. Langham's 
place at the head of the long table, and the 
others dragged their chairs up close around 
him. King put the candles at the opposite 
end of the table, and set some decanters and 
glasses in the centre. '' To look as though we 
were just enjoying ourselves," he explained, 
pleasantly. 

Mr. Langham, with his fine, delicate fingers 
beating nervously on the table, observed the 
scene as an on-looker, rather than as the person 
chiefly interested. He smiled as he appreciated 
the incongruity of the tableau, and the contrast 
Vhich the actors presented to the situation. 
He imagined how much it would amuse his 
contemporaries of the Union Club, at home, if 
they could see him then, with the still, tropical 
night outside, the candles reflected on the 
polished table and on the angles of the de- 
canters, and showing the intent faces of the 
young girls and the men leaning eagerly for- 
ward around MacWilliams, who sat conscious 
and embarrassed, his hair dishevelled, and his 
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face covered wifh dust, while Stuart paced up 
and down in the shadow, his sabre clanking as 
he walked. 

"Well, it happened like this," MacWilliams 
began, nervously, and addressing himself to 
Clay. " Stuart and I put Burke safely in a cell 
by himsell It was one of the old ones that 
face the street There was a narrow window in 
it) about eight feet above the floor, and no 
means of his reaching it, even if he stood on a 
chair. We stationed two troopers before the 
door, and sent out to a cafd across the street 
for our dinners. I finished mine about nine 
o'clock, and said ' Good-night * to Stuart, and 
started to come out here. I went across the 
street first, however, to give the restaurant 
man some orders about Burke's breakfast It 
is a narrow street, you know, with a long 
garden-wall and a row of little shops on one 
side, and with the jail-wall taking up all of fJie 
other side. The street was empty when I left 
the jail, except for the sentry on guard in front 
of it, but just as I was leaving the restaurant I 
saw one of Stuart's police come out and peer 
up and down the street and over at the shops. 
He looked frightened and anxious, and as I 
wasnH taking chances on anything, I stepped 
back into the restaurant and watched him 
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through the window. He waited until the 
sentrj had turned his back, and started awaj 
from him on his post^ and then I saw him drop 
his sabre so that it rang on the sidewalk. He 
was standing, 1 noticed then, directly under 
the third window from the door of the jaiL 
That was the window of Burke's cell. When 1 
grasped that fact I got out my gun and walked 
to the door of the restaurant. Just as I reached 
it a piece of paper shot out through the bars of 
Burke's cell and fell at the policenian's feet, 
and he stamped his boot down on it and looked 
all around again to see if any one had noticed 
him. I thought that was my cue, and I ran 
across the street with my gun pointed, and 
shouted to him to give me the paper. He 
jumped about a foot when he first saw me, but 
he was game, for he grabbed up the paper and 
stuck it in his mouth and began to chew on it 
I was right up on him then, and I hit him on 
the chin with my left fist and knocked him 
down against the wall, and dropped on him 
with both knees and choked him till I made 
him spit out the paper — and two teeth," 
MacWilliams added, with a conscientious re- 
gard for details. "The sentry turned just 
then and came at me with his bayonet^ but I 

put my finger to my lips, and that surprised 
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him, 80 that he did n't know just what to do, 
and hesitated. You see, I did n't want Burke 
to hear the row outside, so I grabbed my police- 
man by the collar and pointed to the jail-door, 
and the sentry ran back and brought out Stuart 
and the guard. Stuart was pretty mad when 
he saw his policeman all bloody. He thought 
it would prejudice his other men against us, 
but I explained out loud that the man had been 
insolent) and I asked Stuart to take us both to 
his private room tor a hearing, and, of course, 
when I told him what had happened, he wanted 
to punch the chap, too. We put him ourselves 
into a cell where he could not communicate 
with any one, and then we read the paper. 
Stuart has it," said Mac Williams, pushing 
back his chair, ^ and he '11 tell you the re*t. ^ 
There was a pause, in which every one seemed 
to take time to breathe, and then a chorus of 
questions and explanations. King lifted his 
glass to MaoWilliams, and nodded. 

"Well done. Condor," he quoted, smiling, 
" Yes, " said Clay, tapping the younger man 
on the shoulder as he passed him. ^That's 
good work. Now show us the paper, Stuar& " 

Stuart pulled the candles toward him, and 
spread a slip of paper on the table. 

"Burke did this up in one of those paper 
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boxes for wax matches," he explained^ ^^and 
weighted it with a twenty-dollar gold piece* 
MacWilliams kept the gold piece, I believe." 

^^ Going to use it for a scarf-pin," explained 
MacWilliams, in parenthesis. ^^Sort of war- 
modal, like the Chiefs " he added, smiling. 

^^This is in Spanish," Stuart explained. ^^I 
will translate it It is not addressed to any 
one, and it is not signed, but it was evidently 
written to Mendoza, and we know it is in 
Burke's handwriting, for we compared it with 
some notes of his that we took from him before 
he was locked up. He says, ^ I cannot keep 
the appointment, as I have been arrested.' 
The line that follows here," Stuart explained, 
raising his head, ^^has been scratched out, but 
we spent some time over it, and we made out 
that it read : ^ It was Mr. Clay who recognized 
me, and ordered my arrest. He is the best 
man the others have. Watch him. ' We think 
he rubbed that out through good feeling toward 
Clay. There seems to be no other reason. 
He 's a very good sort, this old Burke, I think. " 

" Well, never mind him ; it was very decent 
of him, anyway, " said Clay. " Go on. Get to 
Hecuba." 

^ ^ I cannot keep the appointment, as I have 
been arrested, * " repeated Stuart ^ ^ 1 landed 



Soldiers of Fortune 

the goods last night in safety. I could not 
come in when first signalled, as the wind and 
tide were botii off shore. But we got all the 
stuff stored away by morning, four agent 
paid me in full and got my receipt Please 
consider this as the same thing — as the equiva- 
lent ' — it is difficult to translate it exactly, " 
commented Stuart — ^^ ^ as the equivalent of the 
receipt I was to have given when I made my 
report to-night I sent three of your guards 
away on my own responsibility, for I think 
more than that number might attract attention 
to the spot, and they might be seen from the 
ore-trains. ' That is the point of the note for 
us, of course," Stuart interrupted himself to 
say. " Burke adds, " he went on, " * that they 
are to make no effort to rescue him, as he is 
quite comfortable, and is willing to remain in 
the carcel until they are established in power. * " 

" Within sight of the ore-trains ! " exclaimed 
Clay. ** There are no ore-trains but ours. It 
must be along the line of the road." 

"Mac Williams says he knows every foot of 
land along the railroad," said^ Stuart^ "and he 
is sure the place Burke means is the old for- 
tress on the Platta inlet, because — " 

"It is the only place," interrupted MacWil- 
liams, "where there is no surf. They could 
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run small boats up the inlet and unload in 
smooth water within twenty feet of the ram^ 
parts ; and another thing, that is the only point 
on the line with a wagon road running direct 
from it to the Capital. It 's an old road, and 
hasn't been travelled over for years, but it 
could be used. No," he added, as though an* 
swering the doubt in Clay's mind, ^Hhere is no 
other place. If I had a map here I could show 
you in a minute ; where the beach is level there 
is a jungle between it and the road, and where- 
ever there is open country, there is the lime« 
stone formation and rocks between it and the 
sea, where no boat could touch." 

*^But the fortress jis so conspicuous," Clay 
demurred; ^'the nearest rampart is within 
twenty feet of the road. Don't you remember 
we measured it when we thought of laying the 
double track ? " 

^That is just what Burke says," urged 
Stuart ^^ That is the reason he gives for leav- 
ing only three men on guard — * I think more 
than that number might attract attention to the 
spot, as they might be seen from the ore* 
trains. ' " 

" Have you told any one of this ? " Clay 
asked. " What have you done so far ? " 

"We've done nothing," said Stuart "W# 
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lost our nerve when we found out how mach we 
knew^ and we decided we 'd better leave it to 
jou," 

^^ Whatever we do must be done at once," 
said Clay. '^They will come for the arms to- 
night, most likely, and we must be there first 
I agree with you entirely about the place. It 
is only a question now of our being on time. 
There are two things to do. The first thing is, 
to keep them from getting the arms, and the 
second is, if we are lucky, to secure them for 
ourselves. If we can pull it off properly, we 
ought to have those rifies in the mines before 
midnight. If we are hurried or surprised, we 
must dump them off the fort into the sea." 
Clay laughed and looked about him at the men. 
" We are only following out General Bolivar's 
saying ^ When you want arms take them from 
the enemy.' Now, there are three places we 
must cover. This house, first of all," he went 
on, inclining his head quickly toward the two 
sisters, ^ then the city, and the mines. Stuart's 
place, of course, is at the Palace. King must 
take care of this house and those in it, and 
MacWilliams and Langham and I must look 
after the arms. We must organize two parties, 
and they had better approach the fort from here 
and from the mines at the same time. I will 
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need joa to do some telegraphing for me, Mac ; 
and, King, I must ask jon for some more men 
from the jrachi How many have you ? *' 

King answered that there were fifteen men 
still on board, ten of whom wonld be of service. 
He added that thej were all well equipped for 
fighting, 

^I believe King 's a pirate in bnsiness hours,'' 
Clay said, smiling. ^All right, that's good 
Now go tell ten of them to meet me at the 
ronnd-honse in half an hour, I will get 
MacWilliams to telegraph Kirkland to ruai an 
engine and fiat ears to within a half mile of the 
fort on the north, and we will come np on it 
with the sailors and Ted, here, from Ihe south. 
Ton must run the engine yourself, MacWilliams, 
and perhaps it would be better. King, if your 
men joined us at the foot of the grounds here 
and not at the roimd-hoose. None of the work* 
men must see our party start. Do you agree 
with me ? " he asked, turning to those in the 
group about him. *' Has anybody any criticism 
to make T " 

Stuart and King looked at one another rue- 
fully and laughed. ^^ I don't see what good I 
am doing in town," protested Stuart. "Yes, 
and I don't see where I come in, either," 

growled King, in aggrieved tones. ** These 
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youngsters can't do it all ; besides I ought to 
haye charge of my own men.'' 

"Mutiny," said Clay, in some perplexity, 
"rank mutiny. Why, it's only a picnic. 
There are but three men there. We don't 
need sixteen white men to frighten off three 
Olanchians. " 

"I '11 tell you what to do," cried Hope, with 
the air of having discovered a plan which would 
be acceptable to every one, " let 's all go. " 

"Well, I certainly mean to go," said Mr. 
Langham, decidedly. " So some one else must 
stay here. Ted, you will have to look after 
your sisters. " 

The son and heir smiled upon his parent 
with a look of affectionate wonder, and shook 
his head at him in fond and pitying dis- 
approvaL 

"I '11 stay," said King. "I have never seen 
such ungallant conduct Ladies," he said, "I 
will protect your lives and property, and we 'U 
invent something exciting to do ourselves, even 
if we have to bombard the Capital. ^ 

The men bade the women good-night, and 
left them with King and Mr. Langham, who 
had been persuaded to remain overnight, while 
Stuart rode off to acquaint Alvarez and General 
Bojas with what was going on. 
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Thebb was no chance for Olay to speak to 
Hope again, though he felt the cruelty of hav- 
ing to leave her with everything between them 
in this interrupted state. But their friends 
stood about her, interested and excited over 
this expedition of smuggled arms, unconscious 
of the great miracle that had come into his 
life and of his need to speak to and to touch 
the woman who had wrought it. Clay felt how 
much more binding than the laws of life are 
the little social conventions that must be ob- 
served at times, even though the heart is leap- 
ing with joy or racked with sorrow, fle stood 
within a few feet of the woman he loved, want- 
ing to cry out at her and to tell her all the 
wonderful things which he had learned were 
true for the first time that night, but he was 
forced instead to keep his eyes away from her 
face and to laugh and answer questions, and at 
the last to go away content with having held 
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her hand for an instant, and to haye heard her 
gay "good-luck." 

Mac Williams called Eirkland to the office at 
the other end of the Company's wire, and 
explained the situation to him. He was in* 
structed to run an engine and freight-cars to a 
point a quarter of a mile^ north of the fort, and 
to wait there until he heard a locomotive 
whittle or pistol shots, when he was to run on 
to the fort as quickly and as noiselessly as 
possible* He was also directed to bring with 
him as many of the American workmen as he 
could trust to keep silent concerning the events 
of the evening* At ten o'clock MacWilliams 
had file steam up in a locomotivep and with his 
only passenger-car in the rear, ran it out of the 
yard and stopped the train at the point nearest 
the cars where ten of the ^ Vesta's ' crew were 
waiting. The sailors had no idea as to where 
they were going, or what they were to do, but 
the fact that they had all been given arms filled 
them with satisfaction, and they huddled to- 
gether at the bottom of the car smoking and 
whispering, and radiant with excitement and 
satisfaction. 

The train progressed cautiously until it was 
within a half mile below the fort, when Clay 
stopped it, and, leaving two men on guards 
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stepped ojff the remaining distance on the ties, 
his little band following noiselessly behind 
him like a procession of ghosts in the moon- 
light. Thej halted and listened from time to 
time a9 they drew near the rainsy bat there was 
no soand except the beating of the waves on the 
rocks and the rustling of the sea-breeze through 
the Tines and creepers about thenL 

Clay motioned to the men to sit down, and, 
beckoning to Mac Williams, directed him to go 
on ahead and reconnoitre. 

"If you fire we will come up,** he said. 
'^ Get back here as soon as you can." 

"Aren't you going to make sure first that 
Kirkland is on the other side of the fort?" 
MacWilliams whispered. 

Clay replied that he was certain Eirkland 
had already arrived. "He had a shorter run 
than ours, and he wired you he was ready to 
start when we were, did n't he ? " MacWilliams 
nodded. 

"Wel*^, then, he is there. I can count on 
Kirf 

MacWilliams pulled at his heavy boots and 

hid them in the bushes, with his helmet over 

them to mark the spot. " I feel as though I was 

going to rob a bank,'* he chuckled, as he wavtd 

his hand and crept off into the underbrush. 
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V.OT the first few moments the men who wer« 
left behind sat silent, but as the minutes wore 
on, and Mac Williams made no sign, thej grew 
restless, and shifted their positions, and began 
to whisper together, until Clay shook his head 
at them, and therd was silence again until one 
of them, in trying not to cough, almost 
strangled, and the others tittered and those 
nearest pummelled him on the back. 

Clay pulled out his revolver, and after spin* 
niug the cylinder under his finger-nail, put it 
back in its holder again, and the men, taking 
this as an encouraging promise of immediate 
action, began to examine their weapons again 
for the twentieth time, and there was a chorus 
of short, mufiled clicks as triggers were drawn 
back and cautiously lowered and levers shot 
into place and caught again. 

One of the men farthest down the track 
raised his arm, and all turned and half rose as 
they saw MacWilliams coming toward them on 
a run, leaping noiselessly in his stocking feet 
from tie to tie. He dropped on his knees 
between Clay and Langham. 

^ The guns are there all right, " he whispered, 

panting, '^ and there are only three men guard* 

ing them. They are all sitting on the beach 

smoking. I hustled around the fort and came 
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L nsro8». Hm whole ontfik in: Ihe^ Bocond galleigpt 

^ It looks like a row of coffins, ten coffins and 

L about twenty Utile boxes and kegs; I'miMirt 

tiiatmeans tfaej ace ooming for them tornighit 
They *^ not tried tO' hide them^^ nor to camsx 
them npi. All we 'to got to dO' is to walk down 
on the* gnards and tell tibem to* thxtow up their 
hand& It 's too eaq^.'' 

Olajr jnmped to his feetL. ^Oome o%^ he 
said. 

^ Wait till V get mj boots^ eo; first," begged 
MacWIilliams: ^I would n^t. ga orext those 
cinders i^ain in my bare feet for all the buried 
treasure- in the Spanish Mai^k^ You can make 
alii the no»e you. want;, the waires wiU drown 

Wiijh MacWilliamS' to show them tiia way, 
the men scrambled up the outer widl of the fort 
and crossed the moss-coyered ramparts^ at the 
run*. Bekow them, on the sandy beach, were 
three men sitting around a drif twiood hre that 
had sunk to a few hot ashes; Olay nodded to 
V BCaeWillianui ^7ou and Ted caa* have them^^ 

he saidc ^ Go with, him, Laaigham. ** 

The sailors levelled their siflesi at the three 
kmely figures on the beach as the two boys 
slipped down the wall and fell on thek hands 
and' feet in the sand below, and then crawlteidi mf . 
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to within a few feet of where the men were ^ 

sitting. 

As Mac Williams raised his revolver one of 
the three, who was cooking something over the 
fire, raised his head and with a yell of warning 
flung himself toward his rifle^ 

" Up with your hands ! " Mac Williams shouted 
in Spanish, and Langham, running in, seized the 
nearest sentry by the neck and shoved his face 
down between his knees into the sand. 

There was a great rattle of falling stones and 
of breaking vines as the sailors tumbled down 
the side of the fort, ieind m a half minute's time 
the three sentries were looking with angiy, 
frightened eyes at the circle of armed men 
around them. 

**Now gag them,'* said Clay. "Does any- 
body here know how to gag a man ? '' he asked. 
*^ I don't." 

" Better make him tell what he knows first," 
suggested Langham. 

But the Spaniards were too terrified at what 
they had done, or at what they had failed to do, 
to further commit themselves, 

**Tie us and gag us," one of them begged^ 
" Let them find us so* It is the kindest thing 
you can do for us." j 

** Thank you, sir," said Clay '* That is what I 
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X wanted to know. They are coming to-night| 
then. We must hurry.** 

The three sentries were bound and hidden at 
the base of the wall, with a sailor to watch thenu 
fie was a voung man with- a high sense of the 
importance of his duties, and he enlivened the 
prisoners by poking them in the ribs whenever 
they moved. 

Clay deemed it impossible to signal Kirkland 
as they had arranged to do, as they could not 
know now liow near those who were coming for 
the arms might be. So Mao Williams was sent 
back for his engine, and a few minutes later 
they heard it rumble heavily past the fort on 
its way to bring up Kirkland and the flat cars. 
Clay explored the lower chambers of the fort 
and found the boxes as MacWilliams had de- 
scribed them. Ten men, with some effort, could 
lift and carry the larger cofBn-shaped boxes, and 
Clay guessed that, granting their contents to be 
rifles, there must be a hundred pieces in each 
box, and that there were a thousand rifles in alL 

They had moved half of thc^ boxes to the side 
of the track when the train of flat cars and the 
two eni^nes came crawling and twisting toward 
them, between the walls of the jungle, like a 
great serpent, with no light about it but the glow 
from the hot ashes as they fell between the rails. 
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Thistj men, equally diidded between Irish and 

:iiegroes, fell off the flat cars before the wheels ) 

{had ceased to revolve, and, without a word of 

direction, began loading the heavj boxes on the 

train and passing the kegs of cartridges from 

hand to hand and shoalder to shoulder The 

isailors spread out up the road that led to the 

Capital to give warning in case the enemy ap- 

;proached, but they were recalled before thej ^ 

had reason to give an alarm, and in a ihalf 

hour Burke's entire shipment of arms was .on * . 

the ore^cars, the men who were to have guarded 

them were prisoners in the cab of ihe engin€^ 

and both trains were rushing at full speed 

toward the mines. On arriving there Kirkland's 

train was switched to the siding that led to the 

magazine in which was stored the rackarock and 

vdynamite used in the blasting. By midnight all 

of the boxes were safely under lock in the zino 

building, and the number of the men who always 

guarded the place for fear of firjd or accident 

was doubled, while a reserve, composed of Eirk- 

land-s thirty picked men, were hidden in the 

surrounding ho'^ses and en^ne-sheda 

Before Clay left he had one of the boxes 

broken open, and found that it held a hundred 

Mannlicher rifles. 

**GoodI" he said. *'I'd give a thousand 
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dollars in gold if T could bring Ifendoza out here 

and show him his own men armed with his own 
^ Mannlichers and dying for a shot at him. How 

old Burke will enjoy this when he hears of it 1 '* 
^ The party from the Palms returned to their 

engine after many promises of reward to the 
! men for their work " over-time,'* and' were soon 

flying back with their hearts as light as the 

smoke above them. 

« 

Mac Williams slackened speed as they neared 
the fort, and moved up cautiously on the scene 
of their recent victory, but ^ warning cry from 
Clay made him bring his engine to a sharp stop. 
Many lights were, flashing over the ruins and 
they could see in their reflection the figures of 
men running over the same walls on which the 
lizards had basked in undisturbed peace for 
years* 

<^ They look like a swarm of hornets after 
some one has chucked a stone through their 
nest,'* laughed Mac Williams. ^^ What shall we 
do now? Go back, or wait here, or run the 
blockade ?•• 

^* Oh,, ride them out,*' said Langham ; <^ the 
family's anxious, and I want to tell them 
what's happened. Go ahead.'^ 

Clay turned to the sailors in the car behind 
them« ^ Lie down, men,'* he said, ^ And donl 

245 



/ 



Soldiers of Fortune 

any of you fire unress I tell you to. Let them 
do all the shooting. This is n't our fight yet, 
and, besides, they can't hit a locomotive stand- 
ing stilly certainly not when it 's going at full 
Bpeed.*' 

"Suppose they've torn the track up?" said 
Mac Williams, grinning. "We'd look sort of 
fiilly flying through the air." 

"Oh, they've not sense enough to think of 
that," said Clay. " Besides, they don't know it 
was we who took their arms away, yet." 

Mac Williams opened the throttle gently, and 
the train moved slowly forward, gaining speed 
at each revolution of the wheels. 

As the noise of its approach beat louder and 
louder on the air, a yell of disappointed rage 
and execration rose into the night from the fort, 
and a mass of soldiers swarmed upon the track, 
leaping up and down and shaking the rifles in 
their hands. 

" That sounds a little as though they thought 
we had something to do with it," said Mac Wil- 
liams, grimly. " If they don't look out some 
me will get hurt.'* 

There was a flash of fire from where the mass 
of men stood, followed by a dozen more flashes, 
and the bullets rattled on the smokestack and 
upon the boiler of the engine. 
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•^Low bridge," cried Mac Williams, with a 
fierce chuckle. *' Now, watch her ! ^' 

He threw open the throttle as far as it would 
go, and the engine answered to his touch like a 
race-horse to the whip. It seemed to spring 
from the track into the air. It quiyered and 
shook like a live thing, and as it shot in be- 
tween the soldiers they fell back on either side, 
and Mac Williams leaned far out of his cab-win- 
dow shaking his fist at them. 

"You got left, didn't you?" be shouted. 
** Thank you for the Mannlichers." 

As the locomotive rushed out of the jungle, 
and passed the point on the road nearest to the 
Palms, Mac Williams loosened three long tri- 
umphant shrieks from his whistle and the sail- 
ors stood up and cheered. 

"Let them shout," cried Clay, "Everybody 
will have to know now. It 's begun at last," he 
said, with a laugh of relief. 

" And we took the first trick," said Mac Wil- 
liams, as he ran his engine slowly into the rail- 
road yard. 

The whistles of the engine and the shouts of 

the sailors had carried far through the silence 

of the night, and as the men came hurrying 

across the lawn to the Palms, they saw all of 

those who had been left behind grouped on 

the veranda awaitinc: them^ 
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« Do fhe ca3nqueF]x|g iheiroeB oome?" 4dioutecl 
King. 

*^ Tbej dei/^ young Jimgham oried, joyonslj. 
*' We Ve got all <their aimfl, and thej'iihdt at ns. 
We 've been under .fire ! " 

<^ Are any of jou hurt ? ^ asked Miaa Lang- 
liam, anxioueljy as she and the others thocried 
down the At&pB to welcome HiBmy while ^those ol 
the < Yeata's ' crew who had been left behind 
looked at their comrades with enyy. 

^ We luire been so frightened and anKious 
about you /''said Miss Langham. 

Hope lield out her 'hand to Clay and greeted 
hfau with a quiet, happgr smile, that was in con- 
trast to the excitement and confusion fliat 
reigned about them. 

^ I knew you would come fback safely,^ she 
said. And the pnessure of her hand seemed to 
add <^ to me." 
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Thb day of the review rose clear vnd irarm, 
tempered by a light breeze from the sea. As it 
was a fftte day, the harbor wore an air of 
unwonted inactivity ; no lighters passed heavily 
from the levees to the merchantmen at onchory 
and the warehouses along the wharves were 
closed and deserted. A thin line (tf smoke 
from the funnels of the * Yesta ' {Showed liiat her 
fires were burning, and the fact that she rode 
on a single anchor chain seemed to promise 
that at any moment she mi^t slip away to sea. 

As Clay was finishing his coffee two notes 
were brought to him from messengers who had 
ridden out that morning, and who sat in iiheir 
saddles looking at the armed force around Ibe 
ofiice with amused intelligence. 

One note was from Mendoza, and said he had 

decided not to call out the regiment at the 

mines, as he feared their long absemse from 

drill would make them compare unfavorably 

with their comrades, and do him more liarm 

than credit. ** He is afraid of them since last 
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night,'' was Clay's comment, as he passed fiie 
note on to MacWilliams. ^^ He 's quite righ(^ 
thef might do him harm.'' 

The second note was from St~iart He said 
the city was already wide awake and restless, 
but whether this was due to the fact that it was 
a fSte day, or to some other cause which would 
disclose itself later, he could not telL Madame 
Alyarez, the afternoon before, while riding in 
the Alameda, had been insulted by a group of 
men around a cafd, who had risen and shouted 
after her, one of them throwing a wine-glass 
into her lap as she rode past. His troopers 
had charged the sidewalk and carried off six of 
the men to the carcel. He and Rojas had urged 
the President to make every preparation for 
immediate flight, to have the horses put to his 
travelling carriage, and had warned him when 
at the review to take up his position at the 
point nearest to his own body-guard, and as far 
as possible from the troops led by Mendoza. 
Stuart added that he had absolute confidence 
in the former. The policeman who had at- 
tempted to carry Burke's note to Mendoza had 
tonfessed that he was the only traitor in the 
camp, and that he had tried to work on his 
comrades without success. Stuart begged Clay 
^ join him as quickly as possible. Clay went 
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np the hill to the Palms, and after consulting 
with Mr. Langham, dictated an order to Eirk- 
land, instructing him to call the men together 
and to point out to them how much better their 
condition had been since they had entered the 
mines, and to promise them an increase of 
wages if they remained faithful to Mr. Lang* 
ham's interests, and a small pension to any 
one who might be injured ^^from any cause 
whatsoever" while serving him. 

" Tell them, if they are loyal, they can live 
in their shacks rent free hereafter,'* wrote 
Clay. ** They are always asking for that It *s 
a cheap generosity," he added aloud to Mr. 
Langham, ^* because we 've never been able to 
collect rent from any of them yet" 
' At noon young Langham ordered the best 
three horses in the stables to be brought to the 
door of the Palms for Clay, MacWilliams, and 
himself. Clay's last words to King were to 
have the yacht in readiness to put to sea when 
he telephoned him to do so, and he advised the 
women to have their dresses and more valu- 
able possessions packed ready to be taken on 
board. 

" Don't you thhik I might see the review if 
I went on horseback ? " Hope asked. ** I could 
get away then, if there should be any trouble. " 
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Claj answered with a look of snch alarnt 
and* surprise that Hope laughed. 

"See the review I I should say not,** he 
excliaimed. "I don't even want Ted to be 
there/* 

"Oh, that's always the way," said Hope, "I 
miss everythihg. I think I '11 come^ however, 
anyhow. The servants are all going, and I '11 
go with them disguised in a turban. " 

As the men neared Valencia, Clay turned 
in his saddle, and asked Langham if he 
thought his sister would really venture into 
tiie town. 

" She 'd better not let me catch her, if she 
does,.'* the fond brother replied. 

The reviewing party left the Gtovernment 
Palace for the Alameda at three o'clock, Presi* 
dent. Alvarez riding on horseback in advance, 
and Madame Alvarez sitting in the State car* 
riage with one of her attendants, and with 
Stuart's troopers gathered so closely about her 
that liie men's boots scraped against the wheels, 
and their numbers hid her almost entirely from 
sight 

The great square in which the evolutions 
were to take place was lined on its four sides 
by the carriages of the wealthy Olancheans, 
except at the two gates, where there was a 
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■pace left open to admit thfi soldiers. The 
brancbes of the trees on the edges of the bare 
parade ground were black with men and boys, 
and the balconies and roofs of the houses tha^ 
faced it were gay with streamers and flags, and 
alive with women wrapped for the occasion in 
their colored shawls. Seated on the grass be- 
tween the carriages, or surging up and down 
behind them, were thousands of people, each 
hurrying to gain a better place of vantage, or 
striving to hold the one he had, and forming & 
restless, turbulent audience in which all indi- 
vidual cries were lost in a great murmur of 
laughter, and calls, and cheers. The mass 
knit together, and pressed forward as the 
President's band swimg jauntily into the square 
and halted in one comer, and a shout of expec- 
tancy went up from the trees and housetops as 
the President's body-guard entered at the lower 
^ate, and the broken place in its ranks showed 
that it was escorting the State carriage. The 
troopers fell back on two sides, and the car- 
riage, with the President riding at its head, 
passed on, and took up a position in front o{ 
the other carriages, and close to one of the 
sides of the hollow square. At Stuart!s orders 
Clay, MacWilliams, and Langham had pushed 
their horses into the rear rank of cavalry, and 
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remained wedged • between the troopers within 
twenty feet of where Madame Alvarez was sit- 
ting. She was very white, and the powder on 
her face gave her an added and unnatural pal- 
lor. As the people cheered her husband and 
herself she raised her head slightly and seemed 
to be trying to catch any sound of dissent in 
their greeting, or some possible undercurrent 
of disfavor, but the welcome appeared to be 
both genuine and hearty, until a second shout 
smothered it completely as the figure of old 
General Rojas, the Vice-President, and the 
most dearly loved by the common people, came 
through the gate at the head of his regiment 
There was such greeting for him that the wel- 
come to the President seemed mean in con^pari* 
son, and it was with an embarrassment which 
both felt that the two men drew near together, 
and each leaned from his saddle to grasp the 
other's hand. Madame Alvarez sank back 
rigidly on her cushions, and her eyes flashed 
with anticipation and excitement. She drew 
her mantilla a little closer about her shoulders, 
with a nervous shudder as though she were 
cold. Suddenly the look of anxiety in her eyes 
changed to one of annoyance, and she beckoned 
Clay imperiously to the side of the carriage. 
^^Look," she said, pointing across the square. 
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^ If I am not miBtaken that is MisB Langham, 
Miss Hope. The one on the black horse — it 
must be she, for none of the native ladies ride. 
Jt is not safe for her to be here alone. Go," 
she commanded, "bring her here to me. Put 
her next to the carriage, or perhaps she will 
be safer with you among the troopers." 

Clay had recognized Hope before Madame 
Alvarez had finished speaking, and dashed off 
at a gallop, skirting the line of carriages, 
Hope had stopped her horse beside a victoria, 
and was talking to the native women who occu- 
pied it, and who were scandalized at her 
appearance in a public place with no one but a 
groom to attend her. 

" Why, it 's the same thing as a polo match,** 
protested Hope, as Clay pulled up angrily 
beside the victoria. "I always ride over to 
polo alone at Newport, at least with James," 
she added, nodding her head toward the 
servant. 

The man approached Clay and touched his 
hat apologetically, "Miss Hope would come, 
sir," he said, " and I thought I 'd better be with 
her than to go off and tell Mr. Langham, sir, 
1 knew she wouldn't wait for me.'* 

"I asked you not to come," Clay said to 

Hope, in a low voice. 
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^I wmted to kne^ the worst at oiiee,** she 
amwevedl ^I was anxious about Ted — asd 
you/' 

"^Well, it can^ be helped now," he^ said. 
^ Come, we must hurry, here is our friend, the 
enemy. " He bowed to tibeir* acquaintances in 
the victoria and they trotted briskly off to the 
side of the President's carriage, just as a yell 
arose from the crowd that made all the other 
sfaouto which had preceded it sounds like the 
dieers of children at recess; 

^^It reminds me of a football match,'' whis- 
pered! young Langfaam, excitedly, ^when the 
teams run on the field. Look at Alvarez and 
Rojas watching Mendoza." 

Mendoza advanced at the front of his three 

troops of cavalry, looking neither ta the left 

nor right, and by no sign acknowledging the 

fierce uproarious greeting of the people; Close 

behind him came his chosen band of cowboys 

and ruffians. They were the best equipped and 

least disciplined soldiers in the army, and 

were, to the great relief of the people, seldom 

seen in the city, but were kept moving in the 

mountain passes and along the coast line, on 

the lookout for smu«rglers with whom they were 

on the most friendly terms. They were ji 

picturesque body of blackguards, in their high- 
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topped boots End silTeMipped sombreroB and 
keavy, gaudy saddles, but the ^out that had 
gone op at their advance was doe as mach lio 
the fear they inspired as to any great Icrve for 
them or their chief. 

"Now Jill the chessmen are on the board, and 
the ^me can begin/' said Clay. " It 's like the 
scene in the play, where e^A man has his 
sword at another man's threat and no one dares 
make tiie first move. " He smiled as he noted, 
with the eye of one who had seen continental 
troops in action, the shuffling steps and slovenly 
carriage of the half-grown soldiera that followed 
Mendoza's cavalry at a quick step. Stuart's 
picked men, over whom he had spent many hot 
and weary hours, looked like a troop of Life 
Guardsmen in comparison. Clay noted their 
superiority, but he also saw that in numbers 
they were most woefully at a disadvantage. 

It was a brilliant scene for so modest a capi- 
tal* The sun flashed on Hie trappings of the 
soldiers, on the lacquer and polished metal 
work of the carriages ; and ^be Parisian gowns 
of their occupants and the fluttering flags and 
banners filled the air with oolor and movement, 
while back of all, framing the parade ground 
^with a band of black, was the restless mob off 
people Islanding the evolutions, and cheering 
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for their favorites, Alvarez, Mendoza, and 
BojaSy moved by an excitement that was in 
disturbing contrast to the easy good-nature of 
their usual manner. 

The marching and countermarching of the 
troops had continued with spirit for some time, 
and there was a halt in the evolutions which 
left the field vacant, except for the presence of 
Mendoza's cavalrymen, who were moving at a 
walk along one side of the (fuadrangle. Alvarez 
and Vice-President Rojas, with Stuart, as an 
adjutant at their side, were sitting their horses 
within some fifty yards of the State carriage 
and the body-guard. Alvarez made a conspicu- 
ous contrast in his black coat and high hat to 
the brilliant greens and reds of his generals' 
uniforms, but he sat his saddle as well as either 
of the others, and his white hair, white imperial 
and mustache, and the dignity of his bearing 
distinguished him above them both. Little 
Stuart, sitting at his side, with his blue eyes 
glaring from under his white helmet and his 
face burned to almost as red a tint as his curly 
hair, looked like a fierce little bull-dog in com- 
parison. None of the three men spoke as they 
sat motionless and quite alone waiting for the 
next movement of the troops. 

It proved to be one of moment Even before 
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Mendoza had ridden toward them with his 
sword at salute, Clay gave an exclamation of 
enlightenment and concern. He saw that the 
men who were believed to be devoted to Bojas^ 
had been halted and left standing at the farthest 
corner of the plaza, nearly two hundred yards 
from where the President had taken his place, 
that Mendoza's infantry surrounded them on 
every side, and that Mendoza's cowboys, who 
had been walking their horses, had wheeled and 
were coming up with an increasing momentum, 
a flying mass of horses and men directed 
straight at the President himself. 

Mendoza galloped up to Alvarez with his 
sword still in salute. His eyes were burning 
with excitement and with the light of success. 
No one but Stuart and Bojas heard his words ; 
to the spectators and to the army he appeared 
as though he was, in his capacity of Commander- 
in-Chief, delivering some brief report, or asking 
for instructions. 

" Dr. Alvarez," he said, " as the head of the 
army I arrest you for high treason; you have 
plotted to place yourself in office without popu- 
lar election. You are also accused of large 
thtfts of public funds. I must ask you to ride 
with me to the military prison. General Rojas, 
I regret that as an accomplice of the Presi- 
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dent's, you most come with us also. I will ex- 
plain my action to the people when you are saft 
in prison^ and I will proclaim martial law. If 
your troops attempt to interfere, my men haTS 
orders to fire on them and you.'' 

Stuart did not wait for his sentence. He had 
heard the heavy beat of the cavalry coming up 
on them at a trot. He saw the ranks open and 
two men catch at each bridle rein of both AU 
rarez and Bojas and drag them on with them, 
buried in the crush of horses about them, and 
swept forward by the weight and impetus of th» 
moving mass behind. Stuart dashed off to the 
State carriage and seized tlie nearest of the hor- 
ses by the bridle, " To the Palace I " he shouted 
to his men. *^ Shoot any one who tries to slop 
you. Forward, at a gallop," he commanded. 

The populace had not discovered what bad 

occurred until it was finished. The coup d^Uat 

had been long considered and the manner ia 

which it was to be carried out carefully planned. 

The cavalry had swept across the parade ground 

and up the street before tiie people saw that 

they carried Bojas and Alvarez with them. The 

regiment commanded by Bojas found itself h«a^ 

mod in before and behind by Mendoza's two 

regiments. They were greatly outnumbered, 

but they fired a scattering shot, and followuig 
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Iheir captured leader, broke tbrough the line 
around l^em and pursued the cavalry toward the 
military prison. 

It was impossible to tell in the uproar which 
followed how many or how few had been parties 
to the plot. The mob, shrieking and shouting 
and leaping in the air, swarmed across the pa- 
rade ground, and from a dozen different points 
men rose above the heads of i^e people and ha- 
rangued them in violent speeches. And while 
some of the soldiers and the citizens gathered 
anxiously about these orators, others ran through 
the city calling for the rescue of the President, 
for an attack on the palace, and shrieking 
** Long live the Government!'* and "Long live 
the Revolution!" The State carriage raced 
through the narrow streets with its body-goard 
galloping around it, sweeping down in its rush 
stray pedestrians, and scattering ihe chairs and 
tables in front of the caf^s. As it dashed up 
the long avenue of the palace, Stuait called his 
men back and ordered them to shut and barri- 
cade tho great iron gates and to guard them 
against the coming of the mob, while MacWil* 
lioma and young Langfaam pulled open the car- 
riage door and assisted the President's wife and 
her terrified companion to alight. Madam« 

Alvarez was trembling with excitement as riie 
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leaned on Langham's arm, bat she showed n% 
signs of fear in her face or in her manner. 

^^Mr. Clay has gone to bring your travel-* 
ling carriage to the rear door,'' Langham said. 
^^ Stuart tells us it is harnessed and ready. You 
will hurry, please, and get whatever you need 
to carry witii you. We will see you safely to 
the coast'' 

As tliey entered the hall, and were ascending 
the great marble stairway, Hope and her groom, 
who had followed in the rear of the cavalry, 
came running to meet them. ^^ I got in by the 
back way," Hope explained. " The streets there 
are all deserted. How can I help you 7" she 
asked, eagerly. 

"By leaving me," cried the older woman. 
'^ Good God, child, have I not enough to answer 
for without dragging you into this ? Go home 
at once through the botanical garden, and then 
by way of the wharves. That part of the city 
is still empty." 

" Where are your servants ; why are they not 

here?" Hope demanded without heeding her. 

The palace was strangely empty; no footsteps 

came running to greet them, no doors opened 

or shut as they hurried to Madame Alvarez's 

apartments. The servants of the household had 

fled at the first sound of the uproar in the city, 
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and the dresses and ornaments scattered on the 
floor told tliat they had not gone empty-handed. 
The woman who had accompanied Madame Al- 
varez to the review sank weeping on the bed, 
and then, as the shouts grew suddenly louder 
and more near, ran to hide herself in the upper 
stories of the house. Hope crossed to the win* 
dow and saw a great mob of soldiers and citizens 
sweep around the corner and throw themselves 
against the iron fence of the palace; " You will 
have to hurry " she said, " Remember, you are 
risking the lives of those boys by your delay." 

There was a large bed in the room, and Ma- 
dame Alvarez had pulled it forward and was 
bending over a safe that had opened in the wall, 
and which had been hidden by the head-board of 
the bed. She held up a bundle of papers in her 
hand, wrapped in a leather portfolio. ** Do you 
see these ? " she cried, " they are drafts for five 
millions of dollars. She tossed them back into 
the safe and swung the door shut. 

^^ You are a witness. I do not take them," 
she said. 

" I don't understand," Hope answered, " but 
hurry. Have you everything you want — have 
you your jewels ? " 

^^ Yes," the woman answered, as she rose to 

lier feet, ** they are mine." 
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A jeVL more load and terrible than anj (iiai 
had gone before rose from tlie garden below^ 
and there was the sound of iron beating againat 
iron, and cries of rage and execration from a 
great multitude* 

^^ I will not go I " the Spanish woman criedt 
suddenly. ^^I will not leave Alvarez to that 
mob. If they want to kill me, let them kill 
me." She threw the bag that held her jewels 
on the bedy and pushing open the window step- 
ped out upon the balcony. She was conspicuous 
in her black dress against the yellow stucco of 
the wall, and in an instant the mob saw her and 
a mad shout of exultation and anger rose from 
the mass that beat and crushed itself against 
the high iron railings of the garden. Hope 
caught die woman by the skirt and dragged het 
back. " You are mad," she said. " What good 
can you do your husbaod here 7 Save yourself 
and he will come to you when he can. There 
is nothing you can do for him now ; you cannot 
give your life for him. You are wasting it, and 
you are risking the lives of the men who art 
waiting for us below. Come, I teU you." 

Mac Williams left Clay waiting beside the dili- 
gence and ran from the stable through the 
•mpty house and down the marble stairs to the 
garden without meeting any one on his way 
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Qe sair Staart helping aad directiiig hit men to 
barricade the gates with iron urns and garden 
benches and sentrj-boxes. Outside the mob 
were firisig at him with their reyolTers^ and 
calling him foul names^ but Stoart did not 
seem to hear tiiem. He greeted MacWiUiasui 
with a cheerful little laugh. • '' Well/' he adked, 
** is she ready ? " 

'^ No, but we are. Clay and I 've been waiting 
there for five minutes. We found Miss Hope'a 
groom and sent him back to the Palme with a 
message to King. We tcHd him to ran the yachi 
to Los BoeoB and lie off shore until we came. 
He is to take her on down the coast to Trck- 
zilloy where our man-of-war is lying, and they 
will gi^e her shelter as a political refugee." 

^ Why dou't you drive her to the Palms at 
once 7 " demanded Stuart, anxiously, ^' and take 
her on board the yacht there ? It is ten ndles te 
Bocos and the roads are yery bad.'* 

^ Clay says we could never get her through 
the city," Mac Williams answered. ^ We should 
have to fight ail the way. But the city te tiie 
south is deserted, and by going out by the hack 
roads, we can make Bocos by ten o'clock to^ 
night. The yacht should reach there by seven." 

•♦You are right; go back. I will call off 
some ef my men. The rest mnst hold this mob 
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back antil 70a start ; then I will follow with t2ie 
others. Where is Miss Hope ? " 

**We don't know. Clay is frantic. Her 
groom says she is somewhere io the palace/' 

" Hurry," Stuart commanded. ** If Mendoza 
gets here before Madame Alvarez leaves, it will 
be too late." 

Mac Williams sprang np the steps of the pal* 
ace, and Stuart, calling to the men nearest tiim 
to follow, started after him on a run. 

As Stuart entered the palace with his men at 
his heels. Clay was hurrying from its rear en« 
trance along the upper hall, and Hope and Ma- 
dame Alvarez were leaving the apai*tments of the 
latter at its front. They met at the top of the 
main stairway just as Stuart put his foot on its 
lower step. The young Englishman heard the 
clatter of his men following close behind him 
and leape'd eagerly forward. Half way to the 
top the noise behind him ceased, and turning his 
head quickly he looked back over his shoulder 
and saw that the men had halted at the foot of 
the stairs and stood huddled together in disorder 
looking up at him. Stuart glanced over their 
heads and down the hallway to the garden be* 
yond to see if they were followed, but the mob 
•till fought from the outer side of the barricade. 

He waved his sword impatiently and started 
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forward again. *^ Come on ! ** he shonted. Bui 
the men below him did not move. Stoart halted 
once more and this time turned about and looked 
down upon them with surprise and anger. There 
was not one of them he could not have called bj 
name. He knew all their little troubles, their 
love-affairs, even. Thej came to him for com- 
fort and advice, and to beg for money. He had 
regarded them as his children, and he was proud 
of them as soldiers because they were the work 
of his hands. 

So, instead of a sharp command, he asked, 
*' What is it 7 " in surprise, and stared at them 
wondering. He could not or would not com- 
prehend, ctven though he saw that those in the 
front rank were pushing back and those behind 
were urging them forward. The muzzles of 
their carbines were directed at every point, 
and on their faces fear and hate and cowardice 
were written in varying likenesses. 

** What does this mean ? " Stuart demanded, 
sharply. " What are you waiting for ? " 

Clay had just reached the top of the stairs. 
He saw Madame Alvarez and Hope coming 
toward him, and at the sight of Hope he gave 
an exclamation of relief. 

Then his eyes turned and fell on the tableau 
below, on Stuart's baok, as he stood confront* 
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iiig the men, and on titeir scowlhig upturBed 
fiuei and half -lifted carbinea. Claj had lived 
f«r a longer time among Spaniah-Americaiui 
than had the English anbahern, or else he was 
the quicker of l^e two to belieye in evil and 
ingratitiide, for he gave a cry of warning, and 
motioned the women away. 

** Sbiart ! " he cried* " Come away ; for God's 
sake, what are yon doing ? Ccmie back ! ^ 

The Englishman started at the sound of his 
friend's voice, but he did not turn his head. 
He began to descend the stairs alowly, a step 
at a time, staring at the mob so fiercely that 
they shrank back before the look of wounded 
pride and anger in his eyes. Those in the rear 
raised and levelled their rifles. Without tak* 
ing his eyes from theirs, Stuart drew his 
revolver, and wi12i his sword swinging from its 
wristHSttrap, pointed his weapon at the mass 
below him. 

'^ What does this mean ? " he demanded. ^Is 
this mutiny ? '* 

A voice from the rear of the crowd of men 
shrieked: '^ Death to the Spanish woman. 
Death to all traitors. Long live Mendoza^" 
and the others echoed the cry in dboms. 

C\xj sprang down the broad stairs calling, 
^Oome to me;** but before he could readi 
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Staart^ a woman's Toice rang out, in a long 
ierrible crj ot terror, a cry that was neither a 
prayer nor an imprecation, bat which held the 
agony of both. Stuart started, and looked up 
to where Madame Alvarez had thrown herself 
toward him across the broad balustrade of the 
stairway. She was silent with fear, and her 
hand clutched at the air, as she beckoned wildly 
to him. Stuart stared at her with a troubled 
smile aitd waved his empty hand to reassure 
her. The movement was final, for the men 
below, freed from the reproach of his eyes, 
flung up their carbines and fired, some wildly, 
without placing their guns at rest, and others 
steadily and aiming straight at his heart. 

As the volley rang out and the smoke drifted 
up the great staircase, the subaltern's handa 
tossed high above his head, his body sank into 
itself and toppled backwards, and, like a tired 
child falling to sleep, the defeated soldier of 
fortune dropped back into the outstretched ams 
of his friend. 

Clay lifted him upon his knee, and crodied 

him closer against his breast with one anDy 

while he tore with his free hand at the stock 

about the throat and pushed his fingers 

between the buttons of the tunic. They 

forth again wet and colored crimson, 
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^Stuart I" Clay gasped. ^^Stuart, speak to 
me, look at me!" He shook the bodj in his 
arms with fierce roughness, peering into the 
face that rested on his shoulder, as though he 
could command the ejes back again to light 
and life. "Don't leave me I" he said. "For 
God's sake, old man, don't leave me!" 

But the head on his shoulder only sank the 
closer and the body stiffened in his arms. 
Clay raised his eyes and saw the soldiers still 
standing, irresolute and appalled at what they 
had done, and awe-struck at the sight of the 
grief before them. 

Clay gave a cry as terrible as the cry of a 
woman who has seen her child mangled before 
her eyes, and lowering the body quickly to the 
steps, he ran at the scattering mass below him. 
As he came they fled down the corridor, shriek- 
ing and calling to their friends to throw open the 
gates and begging them to admit the mob. 
When they reached the outer porch they turned, 
encouraged by the touch of numbers, and halted 
to fire at the man who still followed them. 

Clay stopped, with a look in his eyes which 
no one who knew them had ever seen there, 
and smiled with pleasure in knowing himself a 
master in what he had to do. And at each 
report of his revolver one of Stuart's assassins 
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Btumbled and pitched heavily forward on hit 
face. Then he tamed and walked slowly back 
up the hall to the stairway like a man moving 
in his sleep. He neither saw nor heard the 
bullets that bit spitefully at the walls about 
him and rattled among the glass pendants of 
the great chandeliers above his head« When 
he came to the step on which the body lay he 
stooped and picked it up gently, and holdffng it 
across his breast, strode on up the stairs. 
MacWilliams and Langham were coming toward 
him, and saw the helpless figure in his arms. 

" What is it ? '* they cried ; " is he wounded, 
is he hurt ? '' 

^He is dead," Clay answered, passing on 
with his burden. "Get Hope away." 

Madame Alvarez stood with the girl's arms 
about her, her eyes closed and her figure 
trembling. 

^^Let me be!" she moaned. ^^ Don't touch 

me; let me die. My God, what have I to live 

for now 7 " She shook off Hope's supporting 

arm, and stood before them, all her formet 

courage gone, trembling and shivering in 

agony. ^^ I do not care what they do to me ! '' 

she cried. She tore her lace mantilla from her 

shoulders and threw it on the floor. ^ I shall 

not leave this place. He is dead. Why should 
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igof He is dead. They liaTe mmdered liiai; 
be is dead.'' 

^She is fainting'' said Hope. Her voioe 
was strained and hard. To her brother she 
seemed to have growm siiddenly much older, 
and be looked to her to toU him what to da 

""Take hold of her,'' she said. ""She will 
lalL" Hie woman sasik back into tiie arms 
of the men, trembling and moanimg feebly. 
*^JStaw carry her to the carriage,'' said Hope. 
^She has faintod; it is better; she dees not 
know what has happened." 

€lay, still bearing the body in his arms, 
pushed open the first door that stood ajar before 
him with bis fool^ It (^ned into the great 
banqueting hall of the palace, bat he oould not 
choose. He bad to consider now the safety of 
the living, whose lives were still in jeopardy. 

The long table in the centre of the hall was 
laid with places for many people, for it had 
been prepared for the President and the Presi- 
dent's gnests, who were to have joined with 
him in celebrating the successful conclusion of 
the review. From outside the light of tiie sun, 
which was just sinking behind the mountains, 
riione dimly npon the silver on the board, on 
Hie glass and napery, and the massive gilt 
sentre-pteces filled with great clusters of fresh 
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flowers* I^ looked as thoagb the seiraots had 
but just left the room. Even the candles had 
been lit in readiness, and as their flames wav- 
ered and smoked in the erening breeze thej 
cast uncertain riiadows on Hxq walls and showed 
the stem faces of the soldier presidoits frown- 
ing down on the crowded table from their 
gilded frames. 

There was a great leather iounge stretching 
along one side of the hall, and Clay moved 
toward this quickly and laid his burden down. 
He was conscious that Hope was still following 
him. He straightened the limbs of the body 
and folded the arms across the breast and 
pressed his hand for an instant on the cold 
hands of his friend, and then whispering some- 
thing between his lips, turned and walked 
hurriedly away. 

Hope confronted him in the doorway, ^e 
was sobbing silently. "Must we leave him," 
she pleaded, " must we leave him — like ttiis ? '* 

From the garden there came the sound of 
hammers ringing on the iron hinges, and a 
great crash of noises as tibe gate f«ll back from 
its fastenings, and the mob rushed over the 
obstacles upon which it had fallen. It seemed 
as if their yells of exultation and anger must 
reach even the ears of I3ie dead man. 
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*^Thej are calling Mendoza,'* Clay whis- 
pered, ^' he must be with them. Come, we will 
have to xim for our lives now. " 

But before he could guess what Hope was 
about to do, or could prevent her, she had 
slipped past him and picked up Stuart's sword 
that had fallen from his wrist to the floor, and 
laid it on the soldier's body, and closed his 
hands upon its hilt She glanced quickly about 
her as though looking for something, and then 
with a sob of relief ran to die table, and sweep- 
ing it of an armful of its flowers, stepped swiftly 
back again to the lounge and heaped them 
upon it 

" Come, for Gted's sake, come ! " Clay called 
to her in a whisper from the door. 

Hope stood for an instant staring at the 
young Englishman as the candle-light flickered 
over his white face, and then, droppping on her 
knees, she pushed back the curly hair from 
about the boy's forehead and kissed him. 
Then, without turning to look again, she placed 
her hand in Clay's and he ran with her, drag- 
ging her behind him down the length of the 
hall, just as the mob entered it on the floor 
below them and filled the palace with their 
shouts of triumph. 

Aa the sun sank lower its li£^t fell more 
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dimly on the lonely figure in the yast dining- 
hall, and as the gloom deepened there, the 
candles burned with greater brilliancy, and the 
faces of the portraits shone more clearly. 

They seemed to be staring down less sternly 
now upon the white mortal face of the brother- 
in-arms who had just joined them. 

One who had known him among his own 
people would have seen in tiie attitude and in 
the profile of the English soldier a likeness to 
his ancestors of the Crusades who lay carved 
in stone in the village church, with their faces 
turned to the sky, their faithful hounds waiting 
at their feet, and tb^ir hands pressed upward 
in prayer. 

And when, a moment later, the half-crazed 
mob of men and boys swept into the great 
room, with Mendoza at their head, something 
of the pathos of the young Englishman's death 
in his foreign place of exile must have touched 
them, for they stopped appalled and startled, 
and pressed back upon their fellows, with eager 
whispers. The Spanish-American General 
strode boldly forward, but his eyes lowered 
before the calm, white face, and either because 
the lighted candles and the flowers awoke in 
him some memory of the great Church that had 
nursed him^ or because the jagged holes in ih« 
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soldier's tuBic appealed to what was brayert in 
him, he crossed himself quick Ij, and then 
raising his hands slowly to his ylsor, lifted his 
hat and pointed with it to the door. And the 
mob) without once looking back at the rich 
treasure of silver on the table, pushed out 
before him, stepping softly, as though they had 
intruded on a shrine. 
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Thb President's trayelling carriage was a 
iovble-seated diligence covered with heavy 
kaods and with places on the box for two men. 
Only one of the coachmen^ the same man who 
had driven the State carriage from the review, 
had remained at the stables* As he knew the 
roads to Los Bocos, Clay ordered him up to the 
driver's seat^ and Mac Williams climbed into 
the place beside him after first storing three 
rifles nnder the lap-robe. 

Hope palled open the leaiiier curtains of the 
carnage and found Madame Alvarez where the 
men had laid her upon the cushions, weak and 
hyBterical* The girl crept in beside her, and 
lifting her in her arms, rested the <dder 
woman's head against her shoulder, and 
soothed and comforted her with tenderness and 
sympathy. 

Olay stopped witii his foot in the stirrup and 
looked up anxiously at Langfaam who wa«> 
already in the saddle. 
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*l8 there no possible way of getting Hope 
out of this and back to the Palms ? " he asked. 

^ No, it 's too late. This is the onlj waj 
now. ** 

Hope opened the leather curtains and looking 
out shook her head impatientlj at Clay. ^^I 
would n't go now if there) were another way, " 
she said. ^^I couldn't leave her like this." 

"You're delaying the game, Clay," cried 
Langham, wamingly, as he stuck his spurs 
into his pony's side. 

The people in the diligence lurched forward 
as the horses felt the lash of the whip and 
strained against the harness, and then plunged 
ahead at a gallop on their long race to the sea. 
As they sped through the gardens, the stables 
and the trees hid them from the sight of those 
in the palace, and the turf, upon which the 
driver had turned the horses for greater safety, 
deadened the sound of their flight 

They found the gates of the botanical gardens 

already open, and Clay, in the street outside, 

beckoning them on. Without waiting for the 

others the two outriders galloped ahead to the 

first cross street,, looked up and down its 

length, and then, in evident concern at what 

they saw in the distance, motioned the driver 

to greater speed, and crossing the street sig- 
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nailed him to follow thenu At the next comer 
Clay flung himself off his pony, and throwing 
the bridle to Langham, ran ahead into the 
cross street on foot, and after a quick glance 
pointed down its length away from the heart 
of the city to the mountains. 

The driver turned as Clay directed him, and 
when the man found that his face was fairly 
set toward the goal he lashed his horses reck- 
lessly through the narrow street, so that the 
murmur of the mob behind them grew peroep* 
tibly fainter at each leap forward. 

The noise of the galloping hoofs brought 
women and children to the barred windows of 
the houses, but no men stepped into the road 
to stop their progress, and those few they met 
running in the direction of the palace hastened 
to get out of their way, and stood with their 
backs pressed against the walls of the narrow 
thoroughfare looking after them with wonder. 

Even those who suspected their errand were 
helpless to detain them, for sooner than they 
could raise the hue and cry or formulate a plan 
of action, the carriage had passed and was dis- 
appearing in the distance, rocking from wheel 
to wheel like a ship in a gale. Two men who 
were so bold as to start to follow, stopped 

abruptly when they saw the outriders draw rein 
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«iid tarn in fbeir saddlat as tbongk to mwnik 
tiidr coming. 

Glaj's mind was torn with doabta^ amd him 
nerrea were drawn taut like the strings of a 
▼iolin. Personal danger exhilarated him, but 
this chance of harm to others who were help- 
less, except for him^ depressed his spirit with 
anxiety. He experienced in his own mind aU 
the nerrous fears of a thief who sees an ofiBeer 
in everj passing citiien, and at one moment he 
warned tibe driver to move more circumspectly, 
and so avert suspicion, and the next urged him 
into more desperate bursts of speed. In his 
fancy every cross-street threatened an ambvsh, 
and as he cantered now before and now behind 
the carriage, he wished that he was a multitude of 
men who could encompass it entirely and hi<Ie it 

But the solid streets soon gave way to open 
places, and low mud cabins, where the horses' 
hoofs beat on a sun-baked road^ and where the 
inhabitants sat lazily before the door in the 
fading light, with no knowledge ot tiie changes 
that the day had wrought in the city, and with 
only a moment's curious interest in the hooded 
carriage, and the grim, white-faced foreignerit 
who guarded it. 

Clay turned his pony into a trot at Lanf> 
ham's side. His face was pale and Arawu 
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As the daager ol immecBate pormit aiad 
capture grew less, the carriage had sb^ckened 
its pace, and for some minutes the outriders 
galloped en together side by side in silence. 
Bnt tiie same thought was in the mind ol each, 
and when Lsngham spoke it was as though he 
were continuing where he had but jast been 
intermpted. 

He laid his hand gently on Clay's arm. He 
did not turn his face toward him, and his eyes 
were still peering into tiie shadows b^nre 
them. ''Tell me?'' he asked. 

'^He was coming up the stairs/' Clay an- 
swered. He spoke in so low a voice tiiat 
Langham had to lean from his saddle to hear 
him. ''They were close behind; but when 
they saw her they stopped and refused to go 
farther. I called to him to come away, but he 
would net understand. They killed him before 
he really understood what they meant to da 
He was dead almost before I reached him. He 
died in my arms.'* There was a long pause. 
"I wcmder if he knows that?" Clay said 

Lan^am sat erect in the saddle again and 
drew a shc^rt breath. "I wish he could faaye 
known how he helped me," be whispered, '^how 
much just knowing him helped me. " 

Clay bowed his head to the boy as though he 
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were thanking him. ^^His was the gentlest 
soul I ever knew/' he said. 

^'That's what I wanted to say," Langham 
answered. ^^ We will let that be his epitaph," 
and touching his spur to his horse he galloped 
on ahead and left Clay riding alone. 

Langham had proceeded for nearly a mile 
when he saw the forest opening before them, 
and at the sight he gave a shout of relief, but 
almost at the same instant he pulled his pony 
back on his haunches and whirling him about, 
sprang back to the carriage with a cry of 
warning. 

^^ There are soldiers ahead of us, " he cried. 
^^ Did you know it 7 " he demanded of the driver. 
" Did you lie to me ? Turn back. " 

^^He can't turn back," Mac Williams an- 
swered. ^^ They have seen us. They are only 
the custom officers at the city limits. They 
know nothing. Go on." He reached forward 
and catching the reins dragged the horses down 
into a walk. Then he handed the reins back 
to the driver with a shake of the head. 

^^ If you know these roads as well as you say 

you do, you want to keep us out of the way of 

soldiers," he said. '^If we fall into a trap 

you'll be the first man shot on either side." 

A sentry strolled lazily out into the road 
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dragging his gun after him by tho bayonet, and 
raised his hand for them to halt. His captain 
followed him from the post-honse throwing 
away a cigarette as ho camOi and saluted 
MacWilliams on the box and bowed to the two 
riders in the background. In his right hand 
he held one of the long iron rods with which 
the collectors of the city's taxes were wont to 
pierce the bundles and packs, and even the car- 
riage cushions of those who entered the city 
limits from the coast, and who might be sus- 
pected of smuggling. 

^ Whose carriage is this, and where is it 
going?" he asked. 

As the speed of the diligence slackened, 
Hope put her head out of the curtains, and as 
she surveyed the soldier with apparent sur- 
prise, she turned to her brother. 

" What does this mean ? " she asked. <'What 
are we waiting for ? " 

**We are going to the Hacienda of SeBor 
Palicio,*' MacWilliams said, in answer to the 
officer. **The driver thinks that this is the 
road, but I say we should have taken the one 
to the right*' 

**No, this is the road to SeHor Palficio's 
plantation," the of&cer answered, **but you 
cannot leave the city without a pass signed by 
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General Ifendoza. That is tlie erder we le* 
eei^ed tliis morning. Have you such a pass 1 '' 

^'Certainly not»" Clay answered, warmly. 
''This is the carriage of an American, the 
president of the mines. His daughters are in* 
side and on their way to yisit the residence of 
Sefior Pal&da They are foreigners — Ameri- 
cans. We are all foreigners, and we have a 
p^ect right to leave the city when we choose^ 
Ton can only stop us when we enter it" 

The oflScer looked uncertainly from Clay to 
Hope and up at the driver on the box. His 
eyes fell upon the heavy brass mountings of the 
harness. They bore the arms of Olancho. He 
wheeled sharply and called to his men inside 
the post-house, and they stepped out from the 
veranda and spread themselves leisurely across 
the road. 

^Ride him down, Clay," Langham muttered, 
in a whisper. The officer <lid not understand 
the words, but he saw Clay gather the reins 
tighter in his hands and he stepped back quickly 
to the safety of the porch, and &om that ground 
of vantage smiled pleasantly. 

"Pardon," he said, "there is no need for 
blows when one is rich enough to pay« A little 
something for myself and a drink for my braTe 
(ellowa, uid you can go where you please. " 
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^Damned iMrigands,'' growled Langfaam, 

^Not at all," Clay answered. '^He k an 
officer and a gentleman* I have no money 
with me," he said, in Spanish, addressing the 
officer, "but between caballeros a word of 
honor is sufficient I shall be returning this 
way to-morrow morning, and I will bring a few 
hundred sols from Sefior Pal4cio for you and 
your men ; but if we are followed you will get 
nothing, and yon must have forgotten in the 
mean time that you have seen us pass." 

There was a murmur inside the carriage, and 
Hope's face disappeared from between the cur* 
tains to reappear again almost immediately* 
She beckoned to the officer with her hand, and 
the men saw that she held between her thumb 
and little finger a diamond ring of size and 
brilliancy. She moved it so that it flashed in 
the light of the guard lantern above the post- 
house. 

^^ My sister tells me you shall be ^ven this 
to-morrow morning," Hope said, ^4f we are 
not followed." 

The man's eyes laughed with pleasure. He 
swept his sombrero to the ground. 

^I am your servant, Seilorita," he said. 
^ Gentlemen, " be cried, gayly, tuning to Clay, 
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^ if 70a wish it, I will accompany you with mj 
men. Yes, I will leave word that I have gone 
in the sudden pursuit of smugglers ; or I will 
remain here as you wish, and send jbhose who 
may follow back again." 

" You are most gracious, sir, ** said Clay. " It 
is always a pleasure to meet with a gentleman 
and a philosopher. We prefer to ti'avel with- 
out an escort, and remember, you have seen 
nothing and heard nothing. " He leaned from 
the saddle, and touched the officer on the 
breast. ^^ That ring is worth a king's ransom. '' 

" Or a president's, " muttered the man, smil- 
ing. ^^Let the American ladies pass," he 
commanded. 

The soldiers scattered as the whip fell, and 
the horses once more leaped forward, and as 
the carriage entered the forest. Clay looked 
back and saw the officer exhaling the smoj^e of 
a fresh cigarette, with the satisfaction Sf one 
who enjoys a clean conscience and a sense of 
duty well performed. 

The road through the forest was narrow and 
uneven, and as the horses fell into a trot the 
men on horseback closed up together behind 
the carriage. 

^'Do you think that road-agent will keep his 
word ? " Langham asked. 
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*^ Yes ; he has nothing to win by telling the 
tnith," Clay answered. ^^He can say he saw 
a party of foreigners, Americans, driving in 
the direction of Pal&cio*s coffee plantation. 
That lets him out, and in the morning he 
knows he can levy on ns for the gate money. 
[ am not so much afraid of being overtaken as 
I am that King may make a mistake and not 
get to Bocos on time. We ought to reach 
there, if the carriage holds together, by eleven. 
Eling should be there by eight o'clock, and the 
yacht ought to make the run to Truxillo in 
three hours. But we shall not be able to get 
back to the city before five to-morrow morning. 
I suppose your family will be wild about Hope. 
We did n't know where she was when we sent 
the groom back to King." 

^^ Do you think that driver- is taking us the 
right way?" Langham asked, after a pause. 

^^*d better. He knows it well enough. 
He was through the last revolution, and car- 
ried messages from Los Bocos to the city on 
foot for two months. He has covered every 
trail on the way, and if he goes wrong he 
knows what will happen to him." 

^ And Los Bocos — it is a village, is n't it, 
and the landing must be in sight of the CuBtom* 

house ? " 
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'^The village lies %omt distence back from 
the shore, and the only house on tiie beach is 
Ihe Gufitom-honBe itself ; but every one will be 
asleep by the time we get there, and it will 
take UB only a minute to hand her into the 
launcK If there should be a guard there. King 
will have fixed them one way or another by 
the time we arrive. Anyhow, there is no need 
of looking for trouble that far ahead. There is 
enough to worry about in between. We have n't 
got there yet ^ 

The moon rose grandly a few minutes later, 
and flooded the forest with light so l^at the 
open places were as clear as day. It threw 
strange shadows across the trail, and turned 
the rocks and fallen trees into figures of men 
crouching or standing upright with uplifted 
arms. They were so like to them that Clay 
and Langham flung their carbines to their 
shoulders again and again, and pointed them 
at some black object that turned as they ad- 
vanced into wood or stone. Prom Ihe forest 
they came to little streams and broad shallow 
rivers where the rocks in the fording places 
churned the water into white masses of foam, 
and the horses kicked up showers of spray as 
they made their way, slipping and stumbling, 
against the current. It was a silent pilgrin^ 
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aig«^ and ne¥«r for a momoit did thO' strain 
•laeken or the men drair rein. Sometinraa^ as 
they harried across a broad tableland, or 
skirted the* edge of a preeipiee and looked 
down hundreds of feet below at the shining 
waters Khey had just forded, or up at th« rocky 
points of tiie mountains before them, the beauty 
of the night overeaime them and made them 
forget the* significance of their journey. 

They were not always alone, for they passed 
at intervals through sleeping Tillages of mud 
huts with thatched rooHs, where the dogs ran 
yelping out to bark at them, and where the pine- 
kn^ots, blazing on the clay ovens, burned cheer- 
ily in' the moonlight. In the low lands where 
the fever lay, the mist rose above the level of 
their beads and enshrouded them in a curtain 
of fog, and the dew fell heavily, penetrating their 
clothing and chilling their heated bodies so that 
the sweating horses moved in a lather* of steam. 

They had settled down into a steady gallop 
now, and ten pr fifteen miles had been left be* 
hind them. ' 

<< We are making excellent time,'' said Clay. 
^ The village of San Lorenzo should He beyond 
that ridge." He drove up beside the driver and 
pointed with his whip. "lis not that San I'^ 
renzo!" heaiE^ed. h** i 
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*^ Yes, Befior/' the man answered, '^ but I mean 
to drive aroand it by the old wagon trail. It is 
a large town, and people may be awake. Yon 
will be able to see it from the top of the next 
hill." 

The caTalcade stopped at the summit of the 
ridge and the men looked down into the silent 
village. It was like the others they had passed, 
with a few houses built round a square of grass 
that could hardly be recognized as a plaza, ex* 
cept for the church on its one side, and the huge 
wooden cross planted in its centre. From the 
top of the hill they could see that tlie greater 
number of the houses were in darkness, but in a 
large building of two stories lights wer</ shining 
from every window. 

'^ That is the comand&ncia," ^id the driver, 
shaking his head. ^' They are stiil awake. It 
is a telegraph station." 

" Great Scott ! " exclaimed MacWilliams. 
"We forgot the telegraph. They may have 
sent word to head us off already." 

" Nine o'clock is not so very late," said Clay. 
^^ It may mean nothing." 

"We had better make sure, though," Mao* 

Williams answered, jumping to the ground. 

" Lend me your pony, Ted, and take my place. 

It Ji run in there and dust around and see what ^s 
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up. 1 11 join you on the other side of the town 
after you get back to the main road." 

" Wait a minute," said Clay. " What do you 
mean to do ? " 

«I can*t tell till I get there, but Vl\ try to 
find out how much they know. Don't you be 
afraid. I '11 run fast enough if there 's any sign 
of trouble. And if you comejicross a telegraph 
wire, cut it. The message may not have gone 
over yet." 

The two women in the carriage had parted 
the flaps of the hoods and were trying to hear 
what was being said, but could not understand, 
and Langham explained to them that they were 
about to make a slight detour to avoid San 
Lorenzo while Mac Williams was going into it 
to reconnoitre. He asked if they were comfort- 
able, and assured them that the greater part of 
the ride was over, and that there was a good 
road from San Lorenzo to the sea. 

Mac Williams rode down into the village along 
the main trail, and threw his reins over a post 
in front of the comand&ncia. He mounted 
boldly to the second floor of the building and 
stopped at the head of the stairs, in front of an 
open door. There were three men in the room 
before him, one an elderly man, whom he rightly 
guessed was the comand&nte, and two younger 
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men who were Btsndmg ^hind a railing aiid 
bending over a telegraph inBtmmeat ^on a table. 
Ab he stamped into the room, thejr looked nip 
and stared at him in surprise ; their faces sho^wed 
that he Iiad imtermpted them at a moment of 
immual inteiiest. 

MacWiUiams sainted the three men ciiriUy, 
and, aooording to the native custom, apologized 
for appealing be&re them in his spim. fie 
had been riding from Los Bocos to the eapiial, 
be said, and his horse had gone lame. Oonld 
they tell him if there was any one in the village 
from whom he could hire a mule, as he must 
push on to the capital that night? 

The oomand&nte surveyed him £or a ^mo- 
menft, as thon^ still disturbed by the intenrap- 
tion, and then shodk his head impai;iently : ^^ You 
can hire ti mule from one Pu&ido Paul, at the 
comer of the plaza," he said. And as MacWiU 
liams still stood musertamly, he added, ^^You 
say you have eome from Los Booos. Did you 
meet any one <m your way ? " 

The two younger men looked up at him nnx- 
ioosly, liMit before he could axiswer, the instra- 
ment began to tick -out the signal, and iihey 
tarned itfieir eyes to it Bgain, and one df than 
began to take its message d«wn on paper. 

The instrument sipoka te MacWiltiaBia aboj, 
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far lie was osed to sending telegrams daily from 
the office to the mines, and could make it talk 
tor him in either English or Spanish. So, in 
hia effiirt to* hear what it might say, he stam- 
V mered and glanced at it involuntarily, and the 

comaodiiijto, witiiout suspecting his reason for 
doing 80, turned also and peered over the shoul- 
der of the man who was receiving the message. 
Except for the clicking of the instrument, the 
room was absolutely still ; the three men bent 
silently over the tahle, while Mac Williams stood 
gazing at the ceiling and turning his hat in his 
handb. The message Mac Williams read from 
the instrument was this : ^^ They are reported 
to have left the city by the south, so they are 
going to Para, or San Pedro,, or to Los Bocos. 
She niflist be stopped — take an armed force and 
guard the roads. If necessary ,; kill her. She 
has in the carriage or hidden on her person, 
drafts, for five million sols. You will be held 
responsible foir every one of them. Repeat this 
message to show you understand, and relay it to 
Los Bocos. If you fail — '* 

Mac Williams could not wait to hear more; 
he gave a euirt nod to the men and started 
tewardi the stairs* ^^Wait," the comanddnte 
ealled after him. 

MacWilfiams paused with one hand on top of 
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the banisters balancing himself in readiness for 
instant flight. 

^' You hdve not answered me. Did you meet 
with any one on your ride here from Los 
Bocos?" 

^ I met several men on foot, and the mail car- 
rier passed me a league out from the coast, and 
oh, yes, I met a carriage at the cross roads, and 
the driver asked me the way of San Pedro 
Sula." 

" A carriage ? — yes — and what did you tell 
him?»^ 

*^ I told him he was on the road to Los Bocos, 
and he turned back and — " 

" You are sure he turned back ? '* 

^* Certainly, sir. I rode behind him for some 
distance. He turned finally to the right into 
the trail to San Pedro Sula.*' 

The man flung himself across the railing. 

^^ Quick,'' he commanded, ^^ telegraph to Mo* 
rales, Gomand&nte San Pedro Sula — " 

He had turned his back on Mac Williams, and 

as the younger man bent over the instrument, 

MacWilliams stepped softly down the stairs, 

and mounting his pony rode slowly off in the 

direction of the capital. As soon as he had 

reached the outskirts of the town, he turned 

and galloped round it and then rode fast with 

294 



Soldiers of Fortune 

his head in air, glancing up at the telegraph 
wire that sagged from tree-tronk to tree-trunk 
along the trail. At a point where he thought 
he could dismount in safety and tear down 
the wire, he came across it dangling from the 
branches and he gave a shout of relief. He 
caught the loose end and dragged it free from 
its support, and then laying it across a rock 
poimded the blade of his knife upon it with a 
stone, until he had hacked off a piece some fifty 
feet in length. Taking this in his hand he 
mounted again and rode off with it, dragging 
the wire in the road behind him. He held it up 
as he rejoined Clay, and laughed triumphantly. 
"They'll have some trouble splicing that cir- 
cuit," he said, ^^you only half did the work. 
What would n't we give to know all this little 
piece of copper knows, eh ? '* 

<< Do you mean you think they have tele* 
graphed to Los Bocos already ? '' 

^ I know that they were telegraphing to San 
Pedro Sula as I left and to all the coast towns. 
But whether you cut this down before or after is 
what I should like to know." 

"We shall probably learn that later,*' said 
Clay, grimly. 

The last three miles of the journey lay over a 
hard, smooth road, wide enough to allow the 
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carriage and its escort 4o ride ahtemt. U was 
in sudh contrail to ihe tortuouB patths thej 
}>ad }Q6t followed, that the horses fftiasd a 
fresh impetis and galloped forward iub ^peely 
as though the Taoe had but just begun. 

Madame Alvarez stopped the carriage at <om 
place and asked the men to lower the hood at 
the back that she might feel the fresh air and 
see about her, and when this had been done, the 
women seated themselyes with their backs to the 
horses where they could look out at tiie moonlrt 
road as ft ^unrolled bcAiind them. 

Hope felt selfishly and wickedly hafppy. Tlie 
excitement had kept her spires at the highest 
point, and the knowledge that €lay was guard- 
ing and protecting her was in itself a pleasuve. 
She leaned back on the cuEihions and put her 
arm around the older woman's waist, and lis- 
tened to the light beat of his pony's hoofs out- 
side, now running ahead, now scrambling and. 
slipping up «ome steep place, and again coming 
to a halt as Laugham or Mac Williams called, 
"Look to the right, beihind those trees," er 
" Ahead there ! Don^t yon see what I mean, 
something 'crouching?*' 

She did not know when the false alarms 

would turn into :a genuine attack, %ut «be was 

confident that when &e time came he would 
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take care of lier, ttiid die 'weloootted ibe danger 
because it t)rought that solaoe with it. 

Madame Alvarez «art; at her side, rigid, siiBiit, 
and beyond tlie help of oomf ort. l^w itartused 
herself with thoughts of the ambitions she had 
held, and which had 'been <bo erueUy moK^Led 
that very morning; of Mie ohivabic love tlxat 
had been hers, of the life even that Jiad been 
hers, and which had been grven up for lier so 
tragicallj. When «he spoke ^at all, it was t^o 
murmur her sorrow that Hope had expomd .faep> 
self to danger on her poor ^accenont, and itEHt 
her life, as far as «he loFed it, was at an «nd. 
Only once after the men had parted the i&nrtaini 
and asked concerning her comiort wiiii gntve 
solicitude did E&e give way to tears. 

" Why are they so good to me ? ** ^she moaned. 
^ Why are 70U no good to me ? I am a wxeked, 
vain woman, I liare brought a nation to war 
and I have killed the only man I ever trustad.'' 

Hope touched her gently with her hand and 
felt guiltily how selfish she herself muitti». not 
to feel the woman's grief, *biirt sibe could not 
She only saw in it a "contrast to her own hap^i* 
ness, a black background before which tibe fig- 
ure of Clay and his solicitude for iher ahone out, 
the only fact in the world that was of Tahie. 

Her thoughts were inrtemipted Iry ^iiie oatrriage 
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oomiug to a halt, and a significant moyement 
upon the part of the men. Mac Williams had 
descended from the box-seat and stepping into 
the carriage took the place the women had just 
left. . 

He had a carbine in his hand, and after he 
was seated Langham handed him another which 
he laid across his knees. 

^^ They thought I was too conspicuous on the 
box to do any good there," he explained in 
a confidential whisper. ^^ In case there is any 
firing now, you ladies want to get down on your 
knees here at my feet, and hide your heads in 
the cushions. We are entering Los Bocos." 

Langham and Clay were riding far in ad- 
vance, scouting to the right and left, and the 
carriage moved noiselessly behind them through 
the empty streets. There was no light in any 
of the windows, and not even a dog barked, or 
a cock crowed. The women sat erect, listening 
for the first signal of an attack, each holding the 
other's hand and looking at Mac Williams, who 
sat with his thumb on the trigger of his carbine, 
glancing to the right and left and breathing 
quickly. His eyes twinkled, like those of a little 
fox terrier. The men dropped back, and drew 
up on a level with the carriage. 

** We are all right, so far,** Clay whispered* 
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'^The beach slopes down from the other side 
of that line of trees. What is the matter with 
f ou ? " he demanded 9 suddenly^ looking up at the 
driver, " are you afraid ? " 

^' No/' the man answered, hurriedly, his voice 
shaking ; " it 's the cold." 

Langham had galloped on ahead and as he 
passed through the trees and came out upon 
the beach, he saw a broad stretch of moonlit 
water and the lights from the yacht shining from 
a point a quarter of a mile off shore. Among 
the rocks on the edge of the beach was the 
' Testa's ' long-boat and her crew seated in it or 
standing about on the beach. The carriage had 
stopped under the protecting shadow of the 
trees, and he raced back toward it. 

•* The yacht is here," he cried. " The long- 
boat is waiting and there is not a sign of light 
about the Custom-house. Come on " he cried. 
" We have beaten them after all." 

A sailor, who had been acting as lookout on 
the rocks, sprang to his full height, and shouted 
to the group around the long-boat, and King 
came up the beach toward them running heav* 
ily through the deep sand. 

Madame Alvarez stepped down from the car> 
riage, and as Hope handed her her jewel case 
in silence, the men draped her cloak about her 
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ihiuldfink She put out her haod to them, an j 
«B Claf took it in his, she bent her head quickly 
and kiaaed hia hand^ ^^ You were his friend," 
she murmured. 

Siie: held Hope m her arms for an iostanty 
and kissed her, and then gave her haad in turn 
to Langltam and to Mac Williams. 

^^ I do not know whether I shall e^er see you 
again,!' she said,, looking slowly from oae to the 
other, **but I will pray for you every day, and 
God will reward you for saving a worthleaa 
life." As die finished speaking Sang came up 
to the group,, followed by three of his men. 

^ Is Hope with you, is she safe t " he asked.. 

^^ Yes,, she is with me," Madame Alvarez aur 
swered. 

^^ Thank God/* King exclaimed, breathlessly. 
^^ ThfflOb we will start at once, Madame^ Where 
feshe?. She must eomewith usl^ 
. "Of course," Clay assented, eagerly^ **8be 
will be much safer on the yacht." 

But Hope protested. " I must get back to 
father," she said* " The yacht will not arrive 
until late to-morrow, and the carriage can take 
me to him five hours earlier* The family have 
worried too long, about me as it. is, and, faeeides, 
I will not leave Ted. I am goiof back as I 



camoi'* 



800 



^ 



Soldiers of Fortune 

** It IB most imsafe " King trrgei. 

" On the contrary, it is perfectly safe *now,^ 
Hope answered. " It was not one of us tlicy 
wanted.'' 

"You may be right," Kmg said. ^'They 
don't know what has happened to you, and per- 
haps after all it would be better if you went 
back the quicker way." He gave his arm to 
Madame Alvarez and walked with her towurd 
the shore. As the men surrounded her on 
every side and moved away, Clay glanced back 
at Hope and saw her standing upright in the 
carriage looking aft^r them. 

" We will be with you in a minute,^ he 
called, as though in apology for learing her for 
even that brief space. And then tlie shadow of 
the trees sliut her and the carriage from his 
sight. His footsteps made no sound in the soft 
sand, and except for the whispermg of 1^ 
palms and the sleepy wash of the waves as liiey 
ran up the pebbly beach and sank again, the 
place was as peaceful and silent as a deserted 
island, though the moon made it as light as day. 

The long-boat had been drawn up with her 

stern to the shore, and the men were already in 

their places, some standing waiting for I3ie 

order to shove off, and others seated balancing 

their oars. 
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King had arranged to fire a rocket when the 
laonch left the shore, in order that the captam 
of the yacht might run in closer to pick them 
up. As he hurried down the beach, he called 
to his boatswain to give the signal, and the man 
answered that he understood and stooped to 
light a match. King had jumped into the stern 
and lifted Madame Alvarez after him, leaving 
her late escort standing with uncovered heads 
on the beach behind her, when the rocket shot 
up into the calm white air, with a roar and a 
rush and a sudden flash of color. At the same 
instant, as though in answer to its challenge, 
the woods back of them burst into an irregular 
line of flame, a vollej of rifle shots shattered 
the silence, and a score of bullets splashed in 
the water and on the rocks about them. 

The boatswain in the bow of the long-boat 
tossed up his arms and pitched forward between 
the thwarts. 

" Give way,'* he shouted as he fell. 

« Pull,'* Clay yelled, « pull, all of you.** 

He threw himself against the stem of the 
boat, and Langham and Mac Williams clutched 
its sides, and with their shoulders against it and 
their bodies half sunk in the water, shoved it 
off, free of the shore. 

The shots continued fiercely, and two of tho 
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crew cried out and fell back upon the oars oi 
the men behind them. 

Madame Alvarez sprang to her feet and stood 
swaying unsteadily as the boat leaped forward. 

" Take me back. Stop, I command you, " she 
cried, "I will not leave those men. Do you 
hear ? " 

King caught her by the waist and dragged 
her down, but she struggled to free herself. "I 
will not leave them to be murdered,'' she cried. 
" You cowards, put me back. " 

"Hold her. King," Clay shouted. "We're 
all right. They *re not firing at us. " 

His voice was drowned in the noise of the 
oars beating in the rowlocks, and the reports 
of the rifles. The boat disappeared in a mist 
of spray and moonlight, and Clay turned and 
faced about him. Langham and Mac Williams 
were crouching behind a rock and firing at the 
flashes in the woods. 

"You can't stay there," Clay cried. "We 
must get back to Hope." 

He ran forward, dodging from side to side 
and firing as he ran. He heard shots from the 
water, and looking back saw that the men in 
the long-boat had ceased rowing, and were 
returning the fire from the shore. 

" Come back, Hope is all right, " her brother 



Soldkrs of Fortune 

Ailed to Urn* ^ I hAYe n't seen a shot witiiin 
a hundred yards of her yet^ they 'ra firing from: 
theGustom^house and below. I think Mae's hit." 

^^I'm mot," Mac William's voice answered 
from behind a rocky ^ bnt I 'd like; to see some- 
thing, to shoot atb" 

A hot tremor of rage swept over Clay at the 
tiioughil of a possibly fatal terminaitian tO' tike 
night's, adventure.. He groaned at the mockery 
of having- found his life only to lose^ it now, 
when it was more precions to him thaa it had 
ever been, and to lose it in ai silly brazil with 
semi-savages. He cursed himself impotently 
and rebelliously for a senseless fooL 

^^ Keep back, can't you ? " he heard Iisngham 
calling to him- from the shore^ " You 're only 
drawing the fire toward Hope.. She 's got away 
by now. She had botli the horses. " 

Langham and Mac Williams started forward 

to Clay's side, but the instant they left the 

shadow of the rock, the bullets threw up the 

sand at their feet and they stopped irTcsolutely. 

The moon showed the three men outlined 

against the white sand of the beach as clearly 

as though a search light had been turned upon 

them, even while its shadows riieltered and 

protected their assailants^ At their backs the 

open sea cut off retreat^ and the line of fire in 
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front held them in check. Thej were a« help* 
less as chessmen upon a board. 

'^ I 'm not going to stand still to be shot at^" 
cried Mac Williams. ^^ Let 's hide or let 's run. 
This is n't doing anybody any good." But no 
one moved. They could hear the singing of 
the bullets as they passed them whining in the 
air like a banjo-string that is being tightened, 
and they knew they were in equal danger from 
those who were firing from the boat. 

"They're shooting better," said Mac Wil- 
liams. "They'll reach us in a minute." 

"They've reached me already, I think," 
Langham answered, with suppressed satisfac- 
tion, "in the shoulder. It's nothing." His 
unconcern was quite sincere; to a young man 
who had galloped through two long halves of a 
football match on a strained tendon, a scratched 
shoulder was not important, except as an 
unsought honor. 

But it was of the most importance to Mac- 
Williams. He raised his voice against the 
men in the woods in impotent fury. "Come 
out, you cowards, where we can see you," he 
cried. "Come out where I can shoot your 
black heads off." 

Clay had fired the last cartridge in his rifle, 
and throwing it away drew his revolver. 
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^We murt either swim or hide^'* he saicL 
''Put jour heads down and run." 

But as he spoke, they saw the carriage plung* 
ing out of the shadow of the woods and the 
horses galloping toward them down the beach. * 
MacWilliams gave a cheer of welcome. ^^ Hur- 
rah \ " he shouted, ^^ it 's Jos^ coming for us. 
lie 's a good man. Well done, Jos^ ! '' he 
called. 

^^ That's not Jos^," Langham cried, doubt- 
fully, peering through the moonlight ^^Good 
Ood! It's Hope," he exclaimed. He waved 
his hands frantically above his head. ^60 
back, Hope," he cried, ^go backl" 

But the carriage did not swerve on its way 
toward, them. They all saw her now distinctly. 
She was on the driver's box and alone, leaning 
forward and lashing the horses* backs with the 
whip and reins, and bending over to avoid the 
bullets that passed above her head. As she 
came down upon them, she stood up, her 
woman's figure outlined clearly in the riding 
habit she still wore. ^^ Jump in when I turn," 
she cried. ^'I'm going to turn slowly, run 
and jump In.'* 

She bent forward again and pulled the horses 
to the ri^t, and as they obeyed her, plunging 
and tugging at their bits, as though they knew 
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the danger they were in, the men threw them* 
Belves at the carriage. Claj caught the hood 
at the back, swung himself up, and scrambled 
over the cushions and up to the box seat. He 
dropped down behind Hope, and reaching his 
arms around her took the reins in one hand, and 
with the other forced her down to her knees 
upon the footboard, so that, as she knelt, his 
arms and body protected her from the bullets 
sent after thent. Langham followed Clay, and 
tumbled into the carriage over the hood at the 
back, but MacWilliams endeavored to vault in 
from the step, and missing his footing fell 
under the hind wheel, so that the weight of 
the carriage passed over him, and his head was 
buried for an instant in the sand. But he was 
on his feet again before they had noticed that 
he was down, and as he jumped for the hood, 
Langham caught him by the collar of his coat 
and dragged him into the seat, panting and 
gasping, and rubbing the sand from his mouth 
and nostrils. Clay turned the carriage at a 
ri^t angle through the heavy sand, and still 
standing with Hope crouched at his knees, he 
raced back to the woods into the face of the 
firing, with the boys behind him answering it 
from each side of the carriage, so that tfas 
horses leaped forward in a frenzy of terror^ 
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and dashing tlirough the woods, passed into th« 
fii*st road that opened before them. 

The road into which they had turned was 
narrow, but level, and ran through a forest of 
banana palms that bent and swayed above them. 
Langham and Mac Williams still knelt in the 
rear seat of the carriage, watching the road on 
the chance of possible pui*suit. 

^^Give me some cartridges/' said Langham. 
•* My belt is empty. What road is this ? '* 

^^ It is a private road, I should say, through 
somebody's banana plantation. But it must 
cross the main road somewhere. It doesn't 
matter, we 're all right now. I mean to take it 
easy." MacWilliams turned on his back and 
stretched out his legs on the seat opposite. 

"Where do you suppose those men sprang 
from ? Were tliey following us all the time ? " 

" Perhaps, or else that message got over the 
wire before we cut it, and they've being lying 
in wait for us. They were probably watching 
King and his sailors for the last hour or so, 
but they didn't want him. They wanted licr 
and the money. It was pretty exciting, was n't 
it ? How 's your shoulder ? " 

" It 's a little stiff, thank you," said Langham. 
He stood up and by peering over the hood could 
just see the top of Clay's sombrero rising abov^ 
it where he sat on the back seat. 
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** You and Hope all right up there, Claj T '* ke 
asked. 

The top of the sombrero moved slightlj, and 
Langham took it as a sign that all was well. 
He dropped back into his seat beside MacWil« 
liams, and thej both breathed a long sigh of re* 
lief and content. Langham's wounded arm wag 
the one nearest Mac Williams, and tlie latter 
parted the torn sleeve and examined the furrow 
across the shoulder with unconcealed envj. 

" I am afraid it won't leave a scar," he said, 
sympathetically. 

^^ Won't it ? " asked Langham, in some concera 

The horses had dropped into a walk, and the 
beauty of the moonlit night put its spell upon 
the two boys, and the rustling of the great leaves 
above their heads stilled and quieted them so 
that they unconsciously spoke in whispers. 

Clay had not moved since the horses turned 
of their own accord into the valley of the palms. 
He no longer feared pursuit nor any interrup- 
tion to their further progress. His only sensa- 
tion was one of utter thankfulness that they 
were all well out of it, and that Hope had been 
tlie one who had helped them in their trouble, 
and his dearest thought was that, whether she 
wished or not, he owed his safety, and possibly 

his life, to her, 
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She still crouched between his knees upon 
the broad footboard, with her hands clasped in 
front of her, and looking ahead into the vista 
of soft mysterious lights and dark shadows that 
the moon cast upon the road. Neither of them 
spoke, and as the silence continued unbroken, it 
took a weightier significance, and at each added 
second of time became more full of meaning. 

The horses had dropped into a tired walk, 
and drew them smoothly over the white road ; 
from behind the hood came broken snatches of 
the boys' talk, and above their heads the heavy 
leaves of the palms bent and bowed as though 
in benediction. A warm breeze from the land 
filled the air with the odor of ripening fruit and 
pungent smells, and the silence seemed to en- 
velop them and mark them as the only living 
creatures awake in the brilliant tropicsJ night 

Hope sank slowly back, and as she did so, 

her shoulder touched for an instant against 

Clay's knee ; she straightened herself and made 

a movement as though to rise. Her nearness 

to him and something in her attitude at his feet 

held Clay in a spell. He bent forward and laid 

his hand fearfully upon her shoulder, and the 

tooch seemed to stop the blood in his veins and 

hushed the words upon his lips. Hope raised 

her head slowly as though with a great effort^ 
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and looked into his eyes. It seemed to him that 
he had been looking into those same eyes for 
centuries, as thoagh he had always known them, 
and the soul that looked out of them into his. 
He bent his head lower, and stretching out his 
arms drew her to him, and the eyes did not 
waver. He raised her and held her close against 
his breast. Her eyes faltered and closed. 

" Hope," he whispered, " Hope." He stooped 
lower and kissed her, and his lips told her what 
they could not speak — and they were qniti 
alone. 
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An hour later Langham rose with a protest 
ing sigh and shook the hood violently. 

^^I say!'' he called. ^'Are you asleep up 
there? We'll never get home at this rate. 
Does n*t Hope want to come back here and go 
to sleep?'' 

The carriage stopped, and the boys tumbled 
out and walked around in front of it. Hope 
sat smiling on the box-seat. She was appar- 
ently far from sleepy, and she was quite con- 
tented where she was, she told him. 

" Do you know we have n't had anything to 
eat since yesterday at breakfast?" asked Lang- 
ham. '^ Mac Williams and I are fainting. We 
move that we stop at the next shack we come to, 
and waken the people up and make them give 
us some supper." 

Hope looked aside at Clay and laughed softly. 
" Supper ? " she said. " They want supper ! " 

Their suffering did not seem to impress Clay 

deeply. He sat snapping his whip at the paLoi- 
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trees aboye him, and smiled happilj in an incon- 
sequent and irritating manner at nothing. 

" See hei'e ! Do you know that we are lost ? ** 
demanded Langbam, indignantly, ^^ and starv- 
ing ? Have you any idea at all where you are ? '* 

" I have not " said Clay, cheerfully. " All I 
know is that a long time ago there was a revo- 
lution and a woman with jewels, who escaped 
in an open boat, and I recollect playing that I 
was a target and standing up to be shot at in a 
bright light. After that I woke up to the really 
important things of life — among which supper 
is not one." 

Langham and MacWillianu looked at each 
other doubtfully, and Langham shook his head. 

^^ Get down off that box," he commanded. 
^^ If you and Hope think this is merely a pleas- 
ant moonlight drive, we don't. You two can sit 
in the carriage now, and we'll take a turn at 
driving, and we '11 guarantee to get you to some 
place soon." 

Clay and Hope descended meekly and seated 

themselves under the hood, where they could 

look out upon the moonlit road as it unrolled 

behind them. But they were no longer to enjoy 

their former leisurely progress. The new whip 

lashed his horses into a gallop, and the trees flew 

past them on either hand. 
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<< Do jou remember that chap in the ^ Last 
Ride Together ' ? '' said Clay. 

^ I and my mistress, side by side, 
Shall be together — forever ride, 
And so one more day am I deified. 
Who knows — the world may end to-night.* 

Hope laughed triumphantly, and threw out her 
arms as though she would embrace the whole 
beautiful world that stretched around them. 

" Oh, no," she laughed. " To-night the ▼orld 
*has just begun." 

The carriage stopped, and there was a confu* 
sion of voices on the box-seat, and then a great 
barking of dogs, and they beheld Mac Williams 
beating and kicking at the door of a hut. The 
door opened for an inch, and there was a long 
debate in Spanish, and finally the door was 
closed again, and a light appeared through the 
windows. A few minutes later a man and 
woman came out of the hut, shivering and 
yawning, and made a fife in the sun-baked oven 
at the side of the house. Hope and Clay re- 
mained seated in the carriage, and watched the 
flames springing up from the oily fagots, and 
the boys mdving about with flaring torches of 
pine, pulling down bundles of fodder for the 

horses from the roof of the kitchen, while two 
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sleepy girls disappeared toward a mountain 
stream, one carrying a jar on her shoulder, 
and the other lighting the way with a torch. 
Hope sat with her chin on her hand, watching 
the black figures passing between them and the 
fire, and standing above it with its light on 
their faces, shading their eyes from the heat 
with one hand, and stirring something in a 
smoking caldron with the other. Hope felt an 
overflowing sense of gratitude to these simple 
strangers for the trouble they were taking. She 
felt how good every one was, and how wonder- 
fully kind and generous was the world that she 
lived in. 

Her brother came over to the carriage and 
bowed with mock courtesy. 

^I trust, now that we have dune all the 
work," he said, "that your excellencies will 
condescend to share our frugal fare, or must we 
bring it to you here ? " 

The clay oven stood in the middle of a hut 

of laced twigs, through which the smoke drifted 

freely. There was a row of wooden benches 

around it, and they all seated themselves and 

ate ravenously of rice and fried plantains, while 

the woman patted and tossed tortillas between 

her hands, eyeing her guests curiously. Her 

glance fell upon Langham's shoulder, and rested 
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there for so long that Hope followed the direo* 
tion of her eyes. She leaped to her feet with 
a cry of fear and reproach, and ran toward 
her brother. 

"Ted!" she cried, "you are hurt! you are 
wounded, and you never told me ! What is it; ? 
Is it very bad?'* Clay crossed the floor in a 
stride, his face full of concern. 

" Leave me alone ! ** cried the stem brother, 
backing aw^y and warding them off with the 
coffee-pot. " It 's only scratched. You '11 spill 
the coffee." 

But at the sight of the blood Hope had turned 
very white, and throwing her arms around her 
brother's neck, hid her eyes on his other shoul* 
der and began to cry. 

"I am so selfish," she sobbed. "I have 
been so happy and you were suffering all the 
time." 

Her brother stared at the others in dismay, 
" What nonsense," he said, patting her on the 
shoulder. " You 're a bit tired, and you need 
rest. That 's what you need. ThQ idea of my 
sister going off in hysterics after behaving like 
such a sport — and before these yoiing ladies, 
too. Are n't you ashamed ? " 

"I should think they'd be ashamed," said 
Mac Williams, severely, as he continued placidly 
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his supper. ^ They have n't got enough 
clothes on.'' 

Langham looked over Hope's shoulder at 
Glaj and nodded significantlj. ^^ She's been 
on a good deal of a strain," he explained apolo* 
geticallj, ^^ and no wonder ; it 's been rather an 
unusual night for her." 

Hope raised her head and smiled at him 
through her tears. Then she turned and moved 
toward Claj. She brushed her eyes with the 
back of her hand and laughed. ^^ It has been 
an unusual night," she said. ^ Shall I tell 
him ? " she asked. 

Clay straightened himself uncpusciousfyy and 
stepped beside her and took her hand; Mao- 
Williams quickly lowered to the bench the dish 
from which he was eating, and stood up, too. 
The people of the house stared at the group 
in the firelight with puzzled interest, at the 
beautiful young girl, and at the tall, sunburned 
young man at her side. Langham looked from 
his sister to Clay and back again, and laughed 
uneasily. 

" Langham*! have been very bold," said Clay. 
" I have asked your sister to marry me — and 
she has said that she would." 

Langham flushed as red as his sister. He 
felt himself at a disadvantage in the presence 

317 



Soldiers of Fortune 

of a lore as great and strong as ho knew this 
must be. It made him seem strangely young 
and inadequate. He crossed over to his sister 
awkwardly and kissed her, and then took Clay's 
hand, and the three stood together and looked 
at one another, and there was no sign of doubt or 
question in the face of any one of them. They 
stood so for some little time, smiling and ex- 
claiming together, and utterly unconscious of 
anything but their own delight and happiness. 
Mac Williams watched them, his face puckered 
into odd wrinkles and his eyes half-closed. 
Hope suddenly broke away from the others and 
turned toward him with her hands held out. 

" Have you nothing to say to me, Mr. Mac- 
Williams ? " she asked. 

MacWilliams looked doubtfully at Clay, as 
though from force of habit he must ask advice 
from his chief first, and then took the hands 
that she held out to him and shook them up 
and down. His usual confidence seemed to 
have forsaken him, and he stood, shifting from 
one foot to the other, smiling and abashed. 

" Well, I always said they did n't make them 
any better than you," he gasped at last. " I was 
always telling him that, was n't I ? " He nodded 
energetically at Clay. "And that's so; the/ 
don t make 'em any better than you.'* 
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He dropped her hands and crossed orer to 
Clay, and stood surveying him vith a smile of 
wonder and admiration. 

"How'd you do it?" he demanded. "How 
did you do it ? I suppose you know/' he asked 
sternly, " that you 're not gopd enough for Miss 
Hope ? You know that, don't you ? " 

" Of course I know that," said Clay. 

MacWilliams walked toward the door and 
stood in it for a second, looking back at them 
over his shoulder. " They don't make them any 
better than that," he reiterated gravely, and dis- 
appeared in the direction of the horses, shaking 
his head and muttering his astonishment and 
delight. 

^^ Please give me some money,** Hope said to 
Clay. " All the money you li^ve," she added, 
smiling at her assumption of authority over him, 
" and you, too, Ted." The men emptied their 
pockets, and Hope poured the mass of silver into 
the hands of the women, who gazed at it uncom- 
prehendingly. 

. " Thank you for your trouble and your good 
supper," Hope said in Spanish, "and may no 
evil come to your house." 

The woman and her daughters followed her 

to the carriage, bowing and uttering good wishes 

in the extravagant metaphor cf their country; 
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ftDd as they drove away, Hope waved her hand 
to them as she sank closer against Clay's 
shoulder. 

^'The world is full of such kind and gentlb 
souls," she said. 

In an hour they had regained the main road, 
and a little later the stars grew dim and the 
moonlight faded, and trees and bushes and rocks 
began to take substance and to grow into form 
and outline. They saw by the cool, gray light 
of the morning the familiar hills around the 
capital, and at a cry from the boys on the boxw 
seat, thev looked ahead and beheld the harbor 
of Valencia at their feet, lying as placid and 
undisturbed as the water in a bath-tub. As 
they turned up the hill into the road that led to 
the Palms, they saw the sleeping capital like 
a city of the dead below them, its white buildings 
reddened with the light of the rising sun. From 
three places in different parts of the c«tv, thick 
columns of smoke rose lazily to the sky. 

" I had forgotten ! " said Clay ; " they have 
been having a revolution here. It seems so long 
ago." 

By five o'clock they had reached the gate of 

AiG Palms, and their appearance startled the 

sentry on post into a state of undisciplined joy. 

A riderless pony, the one upon which Jos6 had 
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made his escape when the firing began, bad 
erept into the stable an hour previous, stiff and 
bruised and weary, and had led the people at 
the Palms to fear the worst. 

Mr. Langliam and his daughter were standing 
on the veranda as the horses came galloping up 
the avenue. They had been awake all the night, 
and the face of each was white and drawn with 
anxiety and loss of sleep. Mr. Laugham caught 
Hope in his arms and held her face close to his 
in silence. 

"Where have you been?" he said at last. 
* Why did you treat me like this ? You knew 
how I would suffer.*' 

" I could not help it/* Hope cried. ** I had to 
go with Madame Alvarez." 

Her sister had suffered as acutely as had Mr. 
Langham himself, as long as she was in igno- 
rance of Hope's whereabouts. But now that 
she saw Hope in the flesh again, she felt a 
reaction against her for the anxiety and distress 
she had caused them. 

" My dear Hope," she said, " is every one to 
be sacrificed for Madame Alvarez T What pos* 
sible use could you be to her at such a time ? 
It was not the time nor the place for a young 
girl. You were only another responsibility foi 
the meiL*' 
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^ Clay seemed willing to accept the responai^ 
Ulity," said Langham, without a smile. ^ And, 
besides/' he added^ ^ if Hope had not been with 
ns we might never have reached home alive.** 

But it was only after much earnest protest 
and many explanations that Hr. Langham was 
pacified, and felt assured that his son*8 wound 
was not dangerous, and that his daughter was 
quite safe. 

Miss Langham and himself, he said, had 
passed a trying night. There had been much 
firing in the city, and continual uproar. The 
houses of several of the friends of Alvarez had 
been burned and sacked. Alvarez himself had 
been shot as soon as he had entered the yard of 
the military prison. It was then given out that 
he had committed suicide. Mendoza had not 
dared to kill Bojas, because of the feeling of 
the people toward him, and had even shown him 
to the mob from behind the bars of one of the 
windows in order to satisfy them that he was 
still living. The Britiah Minister had sent to 
the Palace for the body of Captain Stuart, and 
had had it escorted to the Legation, from 
whence it would be sent to England. This, as 
far as Mr. Langham had heard, was the news of 
the night just over. 

^ Two native officers called here for yon aboiil 
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midnight, Clay,** he oontinaed, ^and thej wc% 
still waiting for you below at your office. They 
came from Bojas's troops, who are encamped 
on the hills at the other side of the city. They 
wanted you to join them with the men from the 
mines. I told them I did not know when you 
would return, and they said they would wait. 
If you could have been here Jast night, it is 
possible that we might have done something, 
but now that it is all over, I am glad that you 
saved that woman instead. I should have liked, 
tiiough, to have struck one blow at them. But 
we cannot hope to win against assassins. The 
death of young Stuart has hurt me terribly, 
and the murder of Alvarez, coming on top of 
it, has made me wish I had never heard of nor 
seen Olancho. I have decided to go away at 
once, on the next steamer, and I will take my 
daughters with me, and Ted, too. The State 
Department at Washington can fight with Men- 
doza for the mines. You made a good stand, 
but they made a better one, and they have 
beaten us. Mendoza's coup cPitat has passed 
into history, and the revolution is at an end.** 

On his arrival Clay had at once asked for a 
cigar, and while Mr. Langham was speaking he 
had been biting it between his teeth, with the 
eerious satiafaotion of a man who had beea 
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twelre hours without one. He knockea the 
ashes from it and considered the burning end 
thoughtfully. Then he glanced at Hope as she 
stood among the group on the veranda. She 
was waiting for his reply and watching him 
intently. He seemed to be confident that she 
would approve of the only course he saw open 
to him. 

^^The revolution is not at an end by any 
means, Mr. Langham/' he said at last, simply. 
'^ It has just begun.'' He turned abruptly and 
walked away in the direction of the office, and 
MacWilliams and Langham stepped off the ve- 
randa and followed him as a matter of course. 

The soldiers in the army who were known 
to be faithful to General Bojas belonged to the 
Third and Fourth regiments, and numbered four 
thousand on paper, and two thousand by count 
of heads. Vhen they had seen their leader 
taken prisoner, and swept off the parade^round 
by Mendoza's cavalry, they had first attempted 
to follow in pursuit and recapture him, but the 
men on horseback had at once shaken off the 
men on foot and left them, panting and breath- 
less, in the dust behind theip. So they halted 
uncertainly in the road, and their young officers 
held counsel together. They first considered 
the advisability of attacking the military prison, 
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but decided against doing bo, as it would lead, 
they feared, whether it proved successful or 
not, to tlie murder of Rojas. It was impossible 
to return to the city where Mendoza's First and 
Second regiments greatly outnumbered them. 
Having no leader and no headquarters, the offi* 
cers marched the men to the hills above the city 
and went into camp to await further developments. 
Throughout the night they watched Qie illu- 
mination of the city and of the boats in the 
harbor below them ; they saw the flames burst- 
ing from the homes of the members of Alvarez's 
Cabinet, and when the morning broke they be- 
held the grounds of the Palace swarming with 
Mendoza's troops, and the red and white barred 
flag of the revolution floating over it. The 
news of the assassination of Alvarez and the 
fact that Bojas had been spared for fear of 
the people, had been carried to them early in 
the evening, and with this knowledge of their 
General's safety hope returned and fresh plans 
were discussed. By midnight they had defi« 
nitely decided that should Mendoza attempt to 
dislodge them the next morning, they would 
make a stand, but that if the fight went against 
them, they would fall back along the mountain 
roads to the Valencia mines, where they hoped 
to persuade the fifteen hundred soldiers thert 
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installed to join forces iriih ih«m against IkM 
new Dictator. 

In order to assure themselves of this help, 
a messenger was despatched by a circuitous 
Wute to the Palms, to ask the aid of the 
resident director, and another was sent to the 
mines to work upon the feelings of the soldiers 
themselves. The officer who had been sent to 
the Palms to petition Clay for the loan of his 
soldier-workmen, had decided to remain until 
Glaj returned, and another messenger had been 
sent after him from the camp on the same 
errand. 

These two lieutenants greeted Claj with en- 
thusiasm, but he at once interrppted them, and 
began pljing them with questions as to where 
their camp was situated and what roads led 
from it to the Palms. 

^^ Bring your men at once to this end of oui 

xailroad," he said. ^ Tt is still early, and the 

jevolutionists will sleep late. They are drugged 

with liquor and worn out with excitement, aad 

whatever may have been their intentions towards 

vou last night, they will be late in putting them 

into practice tliis morning. I will telegrafdi 

Eirkland to come up at once with all of his 

soldiers and with his three hundred Irishmen. 

Allowing him a half-hour to collect them and 
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to get his flat can together, and another half- 
hour in which to make the run, he should be 
here by half-past six — and that 's quick mob- 
ilization. You ride back now and march your 
men here at a double-quick. With your two 
thousand we shall have in all three thousand 
and eight hundred men. I must have absolute 
control over my own troops. Otherwise I shall 
act independently of you and go into the city 
alone with my workmen.'^ 

^ That is unnecessary " said one of the lieu- 
tenants. ^^ We have no officers. If you do not 
command us, there is no one else to do it. We 
promise that our men will follow you and give 
you every obedience. They have been led by 
foreigners before, by young Captain Stuart and 
Major Fergurson and Colonel Sbrevington. 
They know how highly General Bojas thinks of 
you, and they know that you have led Continen- 
tal armies in Europe." 

"^ Wen, don*t tell them I have n't until this is 
over/' said Clay. *' Now, ride hard, gentlemen, 
and bring your men here as quickly as possible.'' 

The lieutenants thanked him effusively and 
galloped away, radiant at the ^success of their 
mission^ and Clay entered the office where Mao* 
Williams was telegraphing his orders to Kirk- 
land. He seated himself beside the instrumenti 
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and from time to time answered the qnesiiona 
Kirkland sent back to him over the wire, and in 
the internals of silence thought of Hope. It was 
the first time he had gone into action feeling the 
touch of a woman's hand upon his sleere, and 
he was fearful lest she might think he had con- 
sidered her too lightly. 

He took a piece of paper from the table and 
wrote a few lines upon it, and then rewrote them 
several times. The message he finally sent to 
her was this : ^ I am sure you understand, and 
that you would not have me give up beaten now, 
when what we do to-day may set us right again. 
I know better than any one else in the world 
can know, what I run the risk of losing, but you 
would not have that fear stop me from going on 
with what we have been struggling for so long. 
I cannot come back to see you befoi^ we start, 
but I know your heart is with me. W^ith great 
love, Robert Clay.'* 

He gave the note to his servant, and the 
answer was brought to him almost immediately. 
Hope had not rewritten her message : ^^ I love 
you because you are the sort of man you are, 
and had you given up as father wished you to do, 
or on my account, you would have been some 
one else, and I would have had to begin over 
again to learn to love you for some different 
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reasons. I know that you will come baek to me 
bringing your Bheaves with you« Nothing can 
happen to you now. Hope." 

He had never received a line from her before, 
and he read and reread this with a sense of such 
pride and happiness in his face that MacWilliams 
smiled covertly and bent his eyes upon his in* 
strument. Clay went back into his room and 
kissed the page of paper gently^ flushing like a 
boy as he did so, and then folding it carefully, 
he put it away beneath his jacket. He glanced 
about him guiltily, although he was quite alone, 
and taking out his watch, pried it open and 
looked down into the face of the photograph that 
had smiled up at him from it for so many years. 
He thought how unlike it was to Alice Langham 
as he knew hen He judged that it must have 
been taken when she was very young, at the age 
Hope was then, before the little world she lived 
in had crippled and narrowed her and marked 
her for its own. He remembered what she had 
said to him the first night he had seen her. 
'^ That is the picture of the girl who ceased to 
exist four years ago, and whom you have never 
met." He wondered if she had ever existed. 

" It looks more like Hope than her sister," he 
mused. ** It looks very much like Hope." He 
decided that he would let it remain where it was 
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until Hope gave him a better one ; and smiling 
slightly he snapped the lid fast, as though he 
were closing a door on the face of Alice Ijang- 
ham and locking it forever. 

Eirkland was in the cab of the locomotive that 
brought the soldiers from the mine. He stopped 
the first car in front of the freight station until 
the workmen had filed out and formed into a 
double line on the platform. Then he moved 
the train forward the length of that car, and 
those in the one following were mustered out in 
a similar manner. As. the cars continued to 
come in, the men at the head of the double line 
passed on through the freight station and on up 
the road to the citj in an unbroken column. 
There was no confusion, no crowding, and no 
haste. 

Whex the last car had been emptied, Clay 
rode down the line and appointed a foreman to 
take charge of each company, stationing his en- 
gineers and the Irish-Americans in the van. It 
looked more like a mob than a regiment. None 
of the men were in uniform, and the native 
soldiers were i)aref oot. But they showed a win- 
ning spirit, and stood in as orderly an array as 
though they were drawn up in line to receive 
their month's wages. The Americans in front 
•f the column were humorously disposed, and 
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inclined to consider the whole affair as a pleas- 
ant outing. They had been placed in front, not 
because they were better shots than the natives, 
but because every South American thinks that 
every citizen of the United States is a master 
either of the rifle or the revolver, and Clay was 
counting on this superstition. His assistant en- 
gineers and foremen hailed him as he rode on up 
and down the line with good-natured cheers, and 
asked him when they were to get their commis- 
sions, and if it were true that they were all cap* 
tains, or only colonels, as they were at home. 

They had been waiting for a half-hour, when 
there was the sound of horses' hoofs on the road, 
and the even beat of men^s feet, and the advance 
guard of the Third and Fourth regiments came 
toward them at a quickstep. The men were 
still in the full-dress uniforms they had worn at 
the review the day before, and in comparison 
widi the soldier-workmen and the Americans in 
flannel shirts, they presented so martial a show- 
ing that they were welcomed with tumultuous 
cheers. Clay threw them into a double line on 
one side of the road, down the length of which 
his own marched until they had reached the end 
of it nearest to the city, when they took up their 
position in a close formation, and the native regi« 

ments fell in behind them. Clay selected twenty 
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of the best shots from among the engineers and 
«ent them on ahead as a skirmisli line. They 
were ordered to fall back at once if they saw any 
«ign of the enemy. In this order the column of 
four thousand men started for the city. 

It was a little after seven when they advanced, 
and the air was mild and peaceful. Men and 
women came crowding to the doors and windows 
of the huts as they passed, and stood watching 
them in silence, not knowing to which party the 
small army might belong. In order to enlighten 
them. Clay shouted, "Viva Rojas." And his 
men took it up, and the people answered gladly. 

They had reached the closely built portion of 
the city when the skirmish line came running 
back to say that it had been met by a detach- 
ment of Mendoza's cavalry, who had galloped 
away as soon as they saw them. There was 
then no longer any doubt that the fact of their 
coming was known at the Palace, and Clay 
halted his men in a bare plaza and divided them 
into three columns. Three streets ran parallel 
with one another from this plaza to the heart of 
the city, and opened directly upon the garden of 
the Palace where Mendoza had fortified himself. 
Clay directed the columns to advance up these 
streets, keeping the head of each column in touch 
with the other two. At the word they were to 
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pour down the side streets and rallj to each 

other's assistance. 

As they stood, drawn up on the three sides of 

tiie plaza, he rode out before them and held up his 

hat for silence. They were there with arms in 

their hands, he said, for two reasons : the greater 

one, and the one which he knew actuated the 

native soldiers, was their desire to preserve the 

Constitution of the Republic According to 

their own laws, the Vice-President must succeed 

when the President's term of office had expired, 

or in the event of his death. President Alvarez 

had been assassinated, and the Vice-President, 

General Rojas, was, in consequence, his legal 

successor. It was their duty, as soldiers of the 

Republic, to rescue him from prison, to drive the 

man who had usurped his place into exile, and 

by so doing uphold the laws which they had 

themselves laid down. The second motive, he 

went on, was a less worthy and more selfish one. 

The Olancho mines, which now gave work to 

thousands and brought millions of dollars into 

the country, were coveted by Mendoza, who 

would, if he could, convert them into a monopoly 

of his government If he remained in power all 

foreigners would be driven out of the country, 

and the soldiers would be forced to work in the 

mines without payment. Their condition tronld 
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be little better than that of the slaves in the salt 
mines of Siberia. Not onlj would they no 
longer be paid for their labor, but the people as a 
whole would cease to receive that share of the 
feamings of the mines which had hitherto been 
theirs. 

** Under President Rojas you will have liberty, 
justice, and prosperity," Clay cried. "Under 
Mendoza you will be ruled by martial law. He 
will rob and overtax you, and you will live 
through a reign of terror. Between them — 
which will you choose?" 

The native soldiers answered by cries of 
^* Bojas," and breaking ranks rushed accoss the 
plaza towards him, crowding aroimd his horse 
and shoutings " Long live Rojas/' " Long live the 
Constitution," " Death to Mendoza." The Amer- 
icans stood as they were and gave three cheers 
for the Government. 

They were still cheering and shouting as they 

advanced upon the Palace, and the noise of their 

coming drove the people indoors, so that they 

marched through deserted streets and between 

closed doors and sightless windows. No one 

opposed them, and no one encouraged them. 

But they could now see the facade of the Palace 

and the flag of the Revolutionists hanging from 

the mast in front of it. 
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Three blocks distant from the Palace they 
came upon the buildings of the United States 
and English Legations, where the flags of the 
two countries had been hung out over the narrow 
thoroughfare. The windows and the roofs of 
each legation were crowded with women and 
children who had sought refuge there, and the 
column halted as Weimer, the Consul, and Sir 
Julian Pindar, the English Minister, came out, 
bare-headed, into the street and beckoned to 
Clay to stop. 

^ As our Minister was not here,'' Weimer said,' 
'^ I telegraphed to Truxillo for the man-of-war 
there. She started some time ago, and we have 
just heard that she is entering the lower harbor. 
She should have her blue-jackets on shore in 
twenty minutes. Sir Julian and I think you 
ought to wait for them." 

The English Minister put a detaining hand on 
Clay's bridle. ^ If you attack Mendoza at the 
Palace with this mob," he remonstrated, ^^ riot- 
ing and lawlessness generally will break out all 
over the city. I ask you to keep them back 
until we get your sailors to police the streets 
and protect property." 

Clay glanced over his shoulder at the engu 

neers and the Irish workmen standing in solemn 

array behind him. ^^ Oh^ you can hardly call 
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this a mob/^ he aaid. *^ They look a litUe rough 
and ready, but I will answer for them. The 
two other columns that are coming up the street 
parallel to this are Government troops and 
properly engaged in driying an usurper out of 
the Government building. The best thing you 
can do is to get down to the wharf and send the 
marines and blue-jackets where you think they 
will do the most good. I can't wait for them. 
And they can't come too soon.'' 

The grounds of the Palace occupied two entire 
blocks ; the Botanical Gardens were in the rear, 
and in front a series of low terraces ran down 
from its veranda to the high iron fence which 
separated the grounds from the chief thorough- 
fare of the city. 

Clay sent w^rd to ttiQ left and right wing of 
his little army to make a detour one street 
distant from the Palace grounds and form in 
the street in the rear of the Botanical Gardens. 
When they heard the firing of his men from the 
front thdy were to force their way through the 
gates at the back and attack the Palace in the 
rear. 

^«Mendoza has the place, completely barri- 
caded," Weimer warned him, ^^ and he has three 
field pieces covering each of these streets. You 

and your men are directly in line of one of them 
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now. He is only waiting for you to get a little 
nearer before he lets looee." 

From where he sat Clay coald count the bars 
of the iron fence in front of the grounds. But 
the boards that backed them prevented his 
forming any idea of the strength or the dis- 
tribution of Mendoza's forces. He drew his 
staff of amateur officers to one side and ex* 
plained the situation to them. 

" The Theatre National and the Club Union/' 
he said, ^^face the Palace from the opposite 
corners of this street. You must get into them 
and barricade the windows and throw up some 
sort of shelter for yourselves along the edge of 
the roofs and drive the men behind that fence 
back to the Palace. Clear them away from the 
cannon first, and keep them away from it. I 
will be waiting in the street below. When you 
have driven them back, we will charge the gates 
and have it out with them in the gardens. The 
Third and Fourth regiments ought to take them 
in the rear about the same time. You will con- 
tinue to pick them off from the roof." 

The two supporting columns had already 
started on their roundabout way to the rear of 
the Palace. Clay gathered up his reins, and 
telling his men to keep close to the walls, stai*ted 
forward^ his soldiers following on the sidewalks 
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and leaying the middle of the street clear. At 

they reached a point a hundred yards belcw 

the Palace, a part of the wooden sliield behind 

the fence was thrown down, there was a puff 

of white smoke and a report, and a cannon-ball 

struck the roof of a house which they were pass* 

ing and sent the tiles clattering about their 

heads. But the men in the lead had already 

reached the stage-door of the theatre and were 

opposite one of the doors to the club. They 

drove these in with the butts of their rifles, and 

raced up the stairs of each of the deserted 

buildings until they reached the roof. Langham 

was swept by a weight of men across a stage, 

and jumped among the music racks in the 

orchestra. He caught a glimpse of the early 

morning sun shining on the tawdry hangings of 

the boxes and the exaggerated perspective of 

the scenery. He ran tiirough corridors between 

two great statues of Comedy and Tragedy, and 

up a marble staircase to a lobby in which he 

saw the white faces about him multiplied in 

long mirrors, and so out to an iron balcony from 

which he looked down, panting and breathless, 

upon the Palace Gardens, swarming with soldiers 

and white with smoke. Men poured through 

the windows of the club opposite, dragging sofas 

and chairs out to the balcony and upon the flat 
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fmI. The men near him were tearing dowm 

the yellow gilk curtains in Uie lobby and draping 

them aloDg the railing of the balcony to better 

conceal their movements from the enemy below. 

Bnllets spattered the stucco about their heads, 

and panes of glass broke suddenly and fell in 

glittering particles upon their shoulders. The 

firing had already begun from the roofs near 

them. Beyond the club and the theatre and far 

along the street on each side of the Palace the 

merchants were slamming the iron shutters of 

their shops, and men and women were running 

for refuge up the high steps of the church 

of Santa Maria. Others were gathered in 

black masses on the balconies and roofs of the 

mere distant houses, where they stood outlined 

against the soft blue sky in gigantic silhouette. 

Their shouts of encouragement and anger earned 

clearly in the morning air, and spurred on 

the gladiators below to greater effort. In the 

Palace Gardens a line of Mendoza's men fought 

from behind the first barricade, while others 

dragged tables and bedding and chairs across 

the green terraces and tumbled them down to 

those below, who seized them and formed them 

into a second line of defence. 

Two of the assistant engineers were kneeling 

at Langham's feet with ikt barrels of their 
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rifles resting on the railing of the balcony. 
Their eyes had been trained for years to judge 
distances and to measure space, and they glanced 
along the sights of their rifles as though they 
were looking through the lens of a transit, and 
at each report their faces grew more earnest 
and their lips pressed tighter together. One 
of them lowered his gun to light a cigarette, 
and Langham handed him his match-box, with 
a certain feeling of repugnance. 

^ Better get under cover, Mr. Langham," the 
man said, kindly. *' There 's no use our keep- 
ing your mines for you if you're not alive to 
enjoy them. Take a shot at that crew around 
the gun." 

^' I don't like this long range business," Lang- 
ham answered. '' I am going down to join Clay. 
I don't like the idea of hitting a man when he 
is n't looking at you." 

The engineer gave an incredulous laugh. 

^ If he is n't looking at you, he 's aiming at 
the man next to 'you. *Live and let Live' 
does n't apply at present." 

As Langham reached Clay's side triumphant 

shouts arose from the roof-tops, and the men 

posted there stood up and showed themselves 

above the barricades and called to Clay that the 

cannon were deserted. 
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Eirkland had come prepared for the barricade, 
and, running across the street, fastened a dyua* 
mite cartridge to each gate post and lit the fuses. 
The soldiers scattered before him as he came 
leaping back, and in an instant later there was 
a racking roar, and the gates were pitched out 
of their sockets and thrown forward, and those 
in the street swept across them and surrounded 
the cannon. 

Langham caught it by the i^hroat as though it 
were human, and did not feel the hot metal 
burning the palms of his hands as he choked it 
and pointed its muzzle toward the Palace, while 
the others dragged at the spokes of the wheel. 
It was fighting at close range now, close enough 
to suit even Langham. He found himself in the 
front rank of it without knowing exactly how he 
got there. Every man on boUi sides was playing 
his own hand, and seemed to know exactly what 
to do. He felt neglected and very much alone, 
and was somewhat anxious lest his valor might 
be wasted through his not knowing how to put 
it to account. He saw the enemy in changing 
groups of scowling men, who seemed to eye him 
for an instant down the length of a gun-barrel 
and then disappear behind a puff of smoke. He 
kept thinking that war made men take strange 
liberties with their fellow-men, and it struck him 
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as being most absurd that strangers should stand 
up and try to kill one another, men who had bo 
little in common that they did not even kn«w 
one another's names. Tlie soldiers who were 
fighting (HI his own side were equally unknown 
to him, and he looked in Tain for Clay, fie saw 
MacWilliams for a moment through the smoke, 
jabbing at a jammed cartridge with his pen- 
knife, and hacking the lead away to make it slipw 
He was remonstrating with the gun and swear- 
ing at it exactly as though it were human, and 
as Langham ran toward him he tlirew it away 
and caught up another from the ground. Kneel- 
ing \>eside the wounded man who had dropped 
it and picking the cartridges from his belt, he 
assured him cheerfully that he was not so badly 
hurt as he thought. 

^^ You all right ? "Langham asked. 

^^ I 'm all right. I 'm trying to get a little 
laddie hiding behind that blue silk sofa over 
there. He's taken an unnatural dislike to me, 
and he 's nearly got me three times. I 'm knock- 
ing horse-hair out of his rampart, though." 

The men of Stuart's body-guard were fighting 

outside of the breastworks and mattresses. 

They were using their swords as though they 

were machetes, and the Irishmen were swinging 

their guns around their shoulders like sledge- 
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hammers, and beating their foes oyer the head 
and breast. The gnns at his own side somided 
close at Langham's ear, and deafened him, and 
those of the enemy exploded so near to his face 
that he was kept continnallj winking and dodg- 
ing, as though he were being taken by a flash- 
light photograph. When he fired he aimed 
where the mass was thickest, so that he might 
not see what his bullet did, but he remembered 
afterward that he always reloaded with the most 
anxious swiftness in order that he might not be 
killed before he had had another shot, and that 
the idea of being killed wai> of no concern to 
him except on that account. Then the scene 
before him changed, and apparently hundreds of 
Mendoza's soldiers poured out from the Palace 
and swept down upon him, cheering as they 
came, and he felt himself falling back naturally 
and as a matter of course, as he would have 
stepped out of the way of a locomotive, or a run- 
away horse, or any other unreasoning thing. 
His shoulders pushed against a mass of shouting, 
sweating men, who in turn pressed back upon 
others, until the mass reached the iron fence and 
could move no further. He heard Clay's voice 
shouting to them, and saw him run forward, 
/Shooting rapidly as he ran, and he followed him, 

even though his reason told him it was a useless 
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thing to do, and fhen there came a great shout 
from the rear of the Palace, and more soldiers, 
dressed exactly like the others, rushed through 
the great doors and swarmed around the two 
wings of the building, and he recognized them 
as Bojas's men and knew that the fight was 
over. 

He saw a tall man with a negro's face spring 
out of the first mass of soldiers and shout to 
them to follow him. Clay gave a yell of wel- 
come and ran at him, calling upon him in Span- 
ish to surrender. The negro stopped and stood 
at bay, glaring at Clay and at the circle of 
soldiers closing in around him. He raised his 
revolver and pointed it steadily. It was as 
though the man knew he had only a moment 
to live, and meant to do that one thing well 
in the short time left him. 

Clay sprang to one side and ran towards 
him, dodging to the right and left, but Men- 
doza followed his movements carefully with his 
revolver. 

It lasted but an instant Then the Spaniard 
threw his arm suddenly across his face, drove 
the heel of his boot into the turf, and spinning 
about on it fell forward. 

^^ If he was shot where his sash crosses his 
heart, I know the man who did it," Langham 
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heard a voice say at his elbow, and turning saw 
Mac Williams wetting his finger at his lips and 
touching them gingerly to the heated barrel of 
his Winchester. 

The death of Mendoza left his followers with- 
out a leader and without a cause. They threw 
their muskets on the ground and held their 
hands aboye their heads, shrieking for mercy. 
Clay and his officers answered them instantly 
by running from one group to another, knocking 
up the barrels of the rifles and calling hoarsely 
to the men on the roofs to cease firing, and as 
they were obeyed the noise of the last few ran- 
dom shots was drowned in tumultuous cheering 
and shouts of exultation, that, starting in the 
gardens, were caught up by those in the streets 
and passed on quickly as a line of flame along 
the swaying housetops. 

The native officers sprang* upon Clay and 
embraced him after their fashion, hailing him 
as the Liberator of Olancho, as the Preserver 
of the Constitution, and their brother patriot. 
Then one of them climbed to the top of a gilt 
and marble table and proclaimed him military 
President. 

"You'll proclaim yourself an idiot, if you 
don't get down from there," Clay said, laughing. 
^ I thank you for permitting me to serve with 
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jon, gentlemra. I shall have great pleatnra in 
telling our President how well jou acquitted 
jourself in this row — battle, I mean. And 
now I would suggest that you store the prison- 
ers' weapons in the Palace and put a guard oyer 
them, and then conduct the men themselves to 
the military prison, where you can release Gen- 
eral Bojas and escort him back to the city in a 
triumphal procession. You 'd like that, would n't 
you?" 

But the natiyes protested that that honor was 
for him alone. Clay declined it, pleading that 
he must look after his wounded. 

^ I can hardly belieye there are any dead," he 
said to Kirkland. ^ For, if it takes two *thou« 
sand bullets to kill a man in European warfare, 
it must require about two hundred thousand to 
kill a man in South America." 

He told Kirkland to march his men back to 
the mines and to see that there were no strag- 
glers. ^^If they want td celebrate, let them 
celebrate when they get to the mines, but not 
here. They haye made a good record to-day 
and I won't haye it spoiled by rioting. They 
shall hare their reward later. Between Bojas 
and Mr. Lanf^am they shoold all be rich 

The cheering from iibe housetops since the 
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firing ceased had changed suddenly into hand- 
clappings, and the cries, though still nndistin- 
guishable, were of a different sound. Claj saw 
that the Americans on the balconies of the club 
and of the theatre had thrown themselves far 
over the railings and were all looking in the 
same direction and waving their hats and cheer- 
log loudly, and he heard above the shouts of the 
people the regular tramp of men's feet march- 
ing in step, and the rattle of a machine gun as 
it bumped and shook over the rough stones. 
He gave a shout of pleasure, and Eirkland and 
the two boys ran with him up the slope, crowd- 
ing each other to get a better view. The mob 
parted at the Palace gates, and they saw two 
lines of blue-jackets, spread out like the sticks 
of a fan, dragging the gun between them, the 
middies in their tight-buttoned tunics and gait- 
ers, and behind them more blue-jackets with 
bare, bronzed throats, and with the swagger and 
roll of the sea in their legs and shoulders. An 
American flag floated above the white helmets 
of the marines. Its presence and the sense of 
pride which the sight of these men ^rom home 
awoke in them made the fight just over seem 
mean and petty, and they took off theii \ats 
and cheered with the others. 
A first lieutenant, who felt his importance 
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and also a sense of disappointment at having 
arrived too late to see the fighting, left his men 
at the gate of the Palace, and advanced up the 
terrace, stopping to ask for information as he 
came. Each group to which he addressed him- 
self pointed to Clay. The sight of his own flag 
had reminded Clay that the banner of Mendoza 
still hung from the mast beside which he was 
standing, and as the officer approached he was 
busily engaged in untw?8ting its halyards and 
pulling it down. 

The lieutenant saluted him doubtfully. 

'^ Can you tell me who is in command here ?** 
he asked. He spoke somewhat sharply, for 
Clay was not a military looking personage, 
covered as he was with dust and perspiration, 
and with his sombrero on the back of his head. 

<<Our Consul here told us at the landing- 
place,'* continued the lieutenant in an aggrieved 
tone, ^Hhat a General Mendoza was in power, 
and that I had better report to him, and then 
ten minutes later I hear that he is dead and 
that a General Bojas is President, but that a 
man named Clay has made himself Dictator. 
My instructions are to recognize no belligerents, 
but to report to the Government party. Now, 
who is the Government party ? " 

day brought the red-barred flag down with 
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i jerk, aud ripped it free from the halyards. 
Kirklaiid and the two bojs were watching him 
with amused smiles. 

" I appreciate your difficulty," he said. " Presi- 
dent Alvarez is dead, and General Mendoza, 
who tried to make himself Dictator, is also 
dead, and the real President, General Rojas, 
is still in jail. So at present I suppose that I 
represent the Government party, at least I am 
the man named Clay. It hadn't occurred to 
me before, but, until Rojas is free, I guess I 
am the Dictator of Olancho. Is Madame Alvarez 
on board your ship ? " 

^^ Yes, she is with us," the officer replied, in 
some confusion. ^^ Excuse . me — are you the 
three gentlemen who took her to the yacht f 
I am afraid I spoke rather hastily just now, 
but you are not in uniform, and the Govern- 
ment seems to change so quickly down here 
that a stranger finds it hai*d to keep up ¥rith 
it." 

Six of the native officers had approached 
as the lieutenant was speaking and saluted 
Clay gravely. **We have followed your in- 
structions," one of them said, <^and the regi« 
ments are ready to march with the prisoners. 
Have you any further orders for us — can w% 
deliver any messages to General Rojas ? " 
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^ Present my congratulations to General Rojas^ 
and best wishes/' said Clay. ^^And tell him 
for me, that it would please me greatly if he 
would liberate an American citizen named Burke> 
who is at present in the cuart^L And that I 
wish him to promote all of you gentlemen one 
grade and give each of you the Star of Olancho. 
Tell him that in my opinion you have deserved 
even higher reward and honor at his hands." 

The boy-lieutenants broke out into a chorus 
of delighted thanks. They assured Clay that 
he was most gracious ; that he overwhelmed 
them, and that it was honor enough for them 
that they had served under him. But Clay 
laughed, and drove them off with a paternal 
wave of the hand. 

The officer from the man-of-war listened with 
an uncomfortable sense of having blundered in 
his manner toward this powder-splashed young 
man who set American citizens at liberty, 
and created captains by the half-dozen at a 
time. 

^ Are you from the States ? ** he asked as 
they moved toward the man-of-war's men. 

« I am, thank God. Why not ? *' 

^I thought you were, but you saluted like 

Englishman." 

*^ I was an officer in the English army OBoe 
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in the Soudan, when they were short of officers." 

Clay shook his head and looked wistfully at the k 

ranks of the blue-jackets drawn up on either 

side of them. The horses had been brought 

out and Langfaam and MacWilliams were wait- i 

ing for him to mount. " I have worn several 

uniforms since I was a boy/' said Clay. ^^ But 

never that of my own country,*' 

The people were cheering him from every 
part of the square. Women waved their hands 
from balconies and housetops, and men climbed 
to awnings and lampposts and shouted his name. 
The officers and men of the landing party took 
note of him and of this reception out of the 
corner of their eyes, and wondered. 

<< And what had I betU r do ?" asked the com- 
manding officer. 

^^ Oh, I would police the Palace grounds, if I 
were you, and picket that street at the right, 
where there are so many wine shops, and pre* 
serve order generally until Rojas gets here. He 
won't be more than an hour, now. We shall be 
coming over to pay our respects to your captain 
to-morrow. Glad to have met you." 

^ Well, I 'm glad to have met you," answered 

the officer, heartily. ^^ Hold on a minute. Even 

if you haven't worn our uniform, you're as 

good| and better, than some I Ve seen that have* 

851 



y' 



J 



Soldiers of Fortune 

and you 're a sort of a oommandeiviii-chief , h&j* 
way, and I 'm damned if I don*t give you a sort 
of salute." 

Clay laughed like a boy as he swung himself 
into the saddle. The officer stepped back and 
gave the command ; the middies raised their 
swords and Clay passed between massed rows of 
his countrymen with their muskets held rigidly 
toward him. The housetops rocked again at 
the sight, and as he rode out into the brilliant 
sunshine, his eyes were wet and winking. 

The two boys had drawn up at his side, but 
MacWilliams had turned in the saddle and was 
still looking toward the Palace, with his hand 
resting on the hindquarters of his pony. 

^^Look back. Clay," he said. ^^Take a last 
look at it, you *11 never see it after to-day. Turn 
again, turn again. Dictator of Olancho." 

The men laughed and drew rein as he bade 
them, and looked back up the narrow street 
They s&w the green and white flag of Olancho 
creeping to the top of tlie mast before the Pal- 
ace, the blue-jackets driving back the crowd, the 
gashes in the walls of the houses, where Men- 
doza's cannon-balls had dug their way through 
the stucco, and the silk curtains, riddled with 
bullets, flapping from the balconies of the opera* 

house. 
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*^ You had it all your own way an hour ago/* 
Mac Williams said, mockingly. ^^You could 
have sent Bojas into exile, and made us all 
Cabinet Ministers — and you gave it up for a 
girl. Now, you 're Dictator of Olancho. What 
will you be to-morrow ? To-morrow you will be 
Andrew Langham's son-in-law — Benedict, the 
married man. Andrew Langham's son-in-law 
cannot ask his wife to live in such a hole as 
this, so — Good-bye, Mr. Clay. We have been 
long together." 

Clay and Langham looked curiously at the boy 
to see if he were in earnest, but Mac Williams 
would not meet their eyes. 

" There were three of us,'* he said, " and one 

got shot, and one got married, and the third — 7 

You will grow fat. Clay, and live on Fifth 

Avenue and wear a high silk hat, and some day 

when you 're sitting in your club you '11 read a 

paragraph in a newspaper with a queer Spanish 

date-line to it, and this will all come back to 

you,'— this heat, and the palms, and the fever, 

and the days when you lived on plantains and 

we watched our trestles grow out across the 

ca&ons, and you 'U be willing to give your hand 

to sleep in a hammock again, and to feel the 

sweat running down your back, and you 'II want 

to chuck your gun up against your chin and 
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shoot into a line of men, and the policemen 
wonH let jou, and jour wife won't let yon. 
Thafs what yon 're giving up. There it ia« 
Take a good look at it. You'll never sea it 
again." 



VH^ 



The steamer ^Santiago,"* carrying ''passengers^ 
' bullion, and coffee/' was headed to pass Porto 
Rico by midnight, when she would be free of 
land until she anchored at the quarantine sta- 
tion of the green hills of Staten Island. She 
had not yet shaken off the contamination of the 
earth ; a soft inland breeze still tantalized her 
with odors of tree and soil, the smell of the 
fresh coat of paint tliat had followed her coaling 
rose from her sides, and the odor of spilt coffee- 
grains that hung around the hatches had yet to 
ba blown away by a jealous ocean breeze, or 
washed by a welcoming cross sea. 

The captain stopped at the open entrance of 
the Social HalL ^^ If any of you ladies want to 
take your last look at Olancho you've got to 
come now,** he said. " We '11 lose the Valencia 
light in the next quarter hour.'' 

Miss Langham and King looked up from their 
novels and sitiiled, and Miss Langham shook 
her head* *' I 've taken three final farewells o< 

855 i 



Soliders of Fortune 

Qliuicfio alreadj,** she said: << before we went 
down to dinner, and when the sun set, and 
when the moon rose. I have no more senti- 
ment left to draw on. Do you want to go ? " 
she asked. 

"I'm very comfortable, thank you,** King 
said, and returned to the consideration of his 
novel. 

But Clay and Hope arose at the captain's 
suggestion with suspicious alacrity, and stepped 
out upon the empty deck, and into the encom-> 
passing darkness, with a little sigh of relief. 

Alice Langham looked after them somewhat 
wistfully and bit the edges of her book. She 
sat for some time with her brows knitted, glanc- 
ing occasionally and critically toward King and 
up with unseeing eyes at the swinging lamps of 
the saloon. He caught her looking at him once 
when he raised his eyes as he turned a page, and 
smiled back at her, and she nodded pleasantly 
and bent her head over her reading. She as- 
sured herself that after all King understood her 
and she him, and that if they never rose to 
certain heights, they never sank below a high 
level of mutual esteem, and that perhaps was 
the best in the end. 

King had placed his yacht at the disposal of 
Madame Alvarez, and she had sailed to Colon^ 
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where she could change to the Bteamers for 
Lisbon, while he accompanied the Langhams 
and the wedding party to New York. 

Clay recognized that the time had now arrived 
in his life when he could graduate from the 
position of manager-director and become the 
engineering expert, and that his senrices in 
Olancho were no longer needed. 

With Bojas in power Mr. Langham had noth- 
ing further to fear from the Government, and 
with Earkland in charge and young Langham 
returning after a few months' absence to resume 
his work, he felt himself free to enjoy his 
holiday. 

They had taken the first steamer out, and the 
combined e£Ports of all had been necessary to 
prevail upon Mac Williams to accompany them ; 
and even now the fact that he was to act as 
Clay's best man and, as Langham assured him 
cheerfully, was to wear a frock coat and see his 
name in all the papers, brought on such sudden 
panics of fear that the fast-fading coast line 
filled his soul with regret, and a wilful desire to 
jump overboard and swim back. 

Clay and Hope stopped at the door of the 
chief engineer's cabin and said they had come to 
pay him a visit. The chief had but just come 
from the depths where the contamination of the 
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earth was most evident in the condition of his 
stokers ; but his chin was now cleanly shaven, 
and his pipe was drawing as well as his engine 
fires, and he had wrapped himself in an ' old 
P. & 0. white duck jacket to show what he had 
been before he sank to the level of a coasting 
steamer. They admired the clerk-like neatness 
of the report he bad just finished, and in return 
he promised them the fastest run on record, and 
showed them the portrait of his wife, and of 
their tiny cottage on the Isle of Wight, and his 
jade idols from Cores, and carved cocoannt 
gourds from Brazil, and a picture from the 
'^ Graphic '' of Lord Salisbury, tacked to the par- 
tition and looking delightedly down between 
two highly colored lithographs of Miss Ellen 
Terry and the Princess May. 

Then they called upon the captain, and Clay 
asked him why captains always hung so much 
lace about their beds when they invariably slept 
on a red velvet sofa with their boots on, and the 
captain ordered his Chinese steward to mix 
them a queer drink a id offered them the choice 
of a six months' accumulation of paper novels, 
and free admittanc^to his bridge at all hours. 
And then they passed on to the door of the 
smoking-room and beckoned Mac Williams to 
eome out and join them. His manner as he did 
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so bristled with importance, and he drew them 
eagerly to the rail. 

^^ I 've just been having a chat with Captain 
Burke," he said, in an undertone. ^^ He 's been 
telling Langham and me about a new game 
that 's better than running railroads. He says 
there 's a country called Macedonia that 's got 
a native prince who wants to be free from 
Turkey, and the Turks won't let him, and 
Burke says if we '11 each put up a thousand 
dollars, he '11 guarantee to get the prince free in 
six months. He's made an estimate of the 
cost and submitted it to the Russian Embassy 
at Washington, and he says they will help him 
secretly, and he knows a man who has just 
patented a new rifle, and who will supply him 
with a thousand of them for the sake of tht 
advertisement. He says it's a mountainoui 
country, and all you have to do is to stand on 
the passes and roll rocks down on the Turks as 
they come in. It sounds easy, does n't it ?" 

" Then you 're thinking of turning profeS" 
sional filibuster yourself:*" said Clay. 

^' Well, I don't know. It sounds more inter- 
esting than engineering. Burke says I beat him 
on this last fight, and he 'd like to have me with 
him in the next one — sort of young-blood^in* 
the-firm idea — and he calculates that we caa 
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go about setting people free and upsetting gov- 
ernments for some time to come. He says 
there is always something to .fight about H you 
look for it. And I must say the condition 
of those poor Macedonians does appeal to me. 
Think of them all alone down there bullied by 
that Sultan of Turkey, and wanting to be free 
and independent. That's not right You, as 
an American citizen, ought to be the last person 
in the world to throw cold water on an under- 
taking like that. In the name of Liberty now ? *' 

"I don't object; set them free, of course,'* 
laughed Clay. " But how long have you enter- 
tained this feeling for the enslaved Macedonians, 
Mac?" 

" Well, T never heard of them until a quartei 
of an hour ago, but they oughtn't to suffei 
through my ignorance." 

" Certainly not. Let me know when you 're 
going to do it, and Hope and I will run over and 
look on. I should like to see you and Burke an4 
the Prince of Macedonia rolling rocks down on 
the Turkish Empire." 

Hope and Clay passed on up the deck laugh* 
ing, and Mac Williams looked after them with a 
fond and paternal smile. The lamp in the 
wheelhouse threw a broad belt of light across 
the forward deck as they passed through it into 
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the darkness of the bow, where the lonely look- 
out turned and stared at them suspiciouslj, and 
then resumed his stem watch over the great 
waters* 

They leaned upon the rail and breathed the 
soft air which the rush of the steamer threw in 
their faces, and studied in silence the stars that 
lay so low upon the horizon line that they looked 
like the harbor lights of a great city. 

<< Do yon see that long line of lamps off our 
port bow t *^ asked Clay. 

Hope nodded. 

*' Tliose are the electric lights along the ocean 
drive at Long Branch and up the Bumson Boad, 
and those two stars a little higher up are fixed 
to the mast-heads of the Scotland Lightship. 
And that mass of light that you think is the 
Milky Way, is the glare of the New York street 
lamps thrown up against the sky.'* 

^ Are we so near as that?" said HopCi smil- 
ing. ^ And what lies over there ? ^ she asked, 
pointing to the east. 

*^ Over there is the coast of Africa. Don*t you 
see the lighthouse on Cape Bon ? If it was n't 
for Gibraltar being in the way, I could show 
you the harbor lights of Bizerta, and the tei^ 
races of Algiers shining like a €qf4 ^katiiant in 

the night. 
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^ Alglen/' sighed Hope, ^ where 700 irere % 
soldier of Africai and rode across the deserts. 
Will yoa take me there t** 

^ Ther^ of course, but to Gibraltar first, where 
we will drive along the Alameda by moonligbt 
I drove there once coming home from a mess 
dinner with the Colonel. The drive lies between 
broad white halastrades, sad the moon shone 
down on ns between the leaves of the Spanish 
bayonet. It was like an Italian garden. But 
he did not see it, and he would talk to me about 
the Watkins range finder on the lower ramparts, 
and he puffed on a huge cigar. I tried to imag- 
ine I was there on my honeymoon, but the end 
of his cigar would light up and I would see his 
white mustache and tiie glow on his red jacket, 
so I vowed I would go over that drive again with 
the proper person. And we won't talk of range 
finders, will we ? 

** There to the North is Paris; your Paris, and 
my Paris, with London only eight hours away. 
If you look very closely, you can see the thou<- 
sands of hansom cab lamps flashing across the 
asphalt, and the open theatres, and the fairy 
lamps in the gardens back of the houses in Hay- 
hir, where they are giving dances in your honor* 
in honor of the beaatiful American bride, whooo^ 
every one wants to meet And you will wes/^ tbm 
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finest tiara we ean get on Bond Street, but Be 
one will look at it ; the; will only look at jon. 
And I will feel very miserable and tease yoa to 
come home." 

Hope put her hand in his, and he held her 
finger-tips to his lips for an instant and eloeed 
his other hand npon hers. 

«^ And after that ? '^ asked Hope. 

^ After that we will go to work again, and 
take long jonmeys to Mexico and Peru or wher* 
ever they want me, and I will sit in judgment 
on the work other chaps have done. And when 
we get back to our car at night, or to the section 
house, for it will be very rough sometimes,** — 
Hope pressed his hand gently in answer, — ^ I will 
tell you privately how very differently your hus- 
band would have done it, and you, knowing all 
about it, will say tiiat had it been left to me, I 
would certainly have accomplished it in a vastiy 
superior manner." 

^* Well, so you would," said Hope, calmly. 

** That's what I said you'd say/' laughed 
Clay. ^ Dearest,'^ he begged, ^ promise me some- 
thing. Promise me that you are going to be 
very happy." 

Hope raised her eyes and looked up at him in 
silence, and had the man in the wheelhouse been 
watching the stars, as he should have been, ne 
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ene tmt the two foolish joxmg people on tbe bow 
of the boat would have known her answer. 

The ship's bell sounded eight times^ and Hope 
moved slightlj. 

^ So late as that/' she sighed. ^ Come. We 
must be going back.'' 

A great wave struck the ship's side a friendly 
slap, and the wind caught up the spray and 
tossed it in their eyes, and blew a strand of her 
hair loose so that it fell across Clay's face, and 
they laughed happily together as she drew it 
back and he took her hand again to steady her 
progress across the slanting deck. 

As they passed hand in hand out of the shadow 
into the light from the wheelhouse, the lookout 
in the bow counted the strokes of the bell to 
himself, and then turned and shouted back his 
measured cry to the bridge above them. His 
voice seemed to be a part of the murmuring sea 
and the welcoming winds. 

« Listen," said Clay. 

^ ISght bells," the voice sang from the dark- 
ness. ^The for' ward light's shining bright •« 
and all's weU." 
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